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2 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

table, two or three chairs, and a stuffed 
settle. 

In this closet, within a week of the events 
just narrated, a man of sinister aspect, whom 
we have met more than once already in other 
scenes, sat before a fire. 

* Not come down yet, Pengelly ? ' said this 
man to the bookseller, a tottering creature in a 
long gown and velvet skull cap. 

' Not yet.' 

*Will he ever come? It's all a fool's 
errand, too, I'll swear it is.' 

Then twisting his shoulders as though 
shivering, he added — 

' Bitter cold, this shop of yours.' 

* Warmer than Doomsdale, eh ? ' replied 
the bookseller with a grin as he busied himself 
at dusting his shelves. 

The other chuckled. He took a stick that 
lay on the hearth and broke the fire into a 
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sharp blaze. The exercise was an agreeable 
one. It was accompanied by agreeable reflec- 
tions, too. 

* I hear a foot on the stair.' A man entered 
the shop. 

' No use, none,' said the new comer. * It's 
wasted labour talking to Master Wilfrey.' 

The tone was one of vexation. 

'Did ye tell him what I heard about 
Justice Hide and his carryings on at New- 
castle ? ' 

' Ey, and I told 'im he'd never bring it off 
with Hide on the bench.' 

' And what did the chiel say to it ? ' 

' " Tut," he said, says he, " MiUet is wi' 'im 
on the circuit, and he'll see the law's safe on 
treason." ' 

'So he will not touch the other indict- 
ment ? ' 

' " It's no use," says he, " the man's sure to 

« 
B 2 



4 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

fall for . treason," he says, "and it's all bother- 
ment trying to force me to indict 'im for 
murder." ' 

'Force him! Ha! ha! that's good, that 
is ; force him, eh ? ' 

The speaker renewed his attentions to the 
fire. 

'He'll be beaten,' he added; 'he'll be 
beaten, will Master Wilfrey. With Hide on 
the bench there'll be no conviction for treason. 
And then the capital charge will go to the 
wall, and Eay will get away scot free.' 

' It baffles me yet aboot Ray, his giving 
himself up.' 

' Shaf, man ! Will ye never see through 
the trick? It was to stand for treason and 
claim the pardon, or be fined, or take a year in 
Doomsdale, and escape the gallows. He's a 
cunning taistrel. He'll do aught to save his 
life; 
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'You're wrong there; I cannot but say 
you're wrong there. I know the man, and as 
I've told you there's nothing in the world he 
dare not do. Why, would you credit it, I saw 
'im one day ' 

'Tut, hand yer tongue. Ye'd see him 
tremble one day if this sheriff of yours were 
not flayt by his own shadow. Ye'd see him on 
Haribee ; aye, and maybe ye will see him there 
yet, sheriff or no sheriff.' 

This was said with a bitterness indicative of 
fierce and deadly hatred. 

Shifting uneasily under the close gaze of 
his companion, the other said : 

'What for do you look at me like that? 
I've no occasion to love him, have I ? ' 

'Nor I, nor I,' said the first speaker, his 
face distorted with evil passions; 'and you 
shall spit on his grave yet. Master Scroope, 
that you shall ; and dance on it till it does yer 
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soul good; you shall, you shall, sheriff or 
none.' 

Just then a flourish of trumpets fell on the 
ear. Conversation was interrupted while the 
men, with the bookseller, stepped to the door. 
Numbers of townspeople were crowding into 
the Market-place. Immediately afterwards 
there came at a swift pace through Scotch 
Street a gaily-bedecked carriage, with outriders 
in gold lace and a trumpeter riding in front. 

' The judges — going through to King's 
Arms Lane,' observed the bookseller. 

'What o'clock do the 'sizes start, Mr. 
Pengelly ? ' asked a loiterer outside. 

' Ten in the morning, that's when the grand 
jury sit,' the bookseller answered. 
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CHAPTER XXXVni. 

PEINE FORTE ET DUEB. ' 

The court was densely packed at ten next 
morning. Every yard of available space was 
thronged with people. The crown court lay 
on the west of the Town Hall. It was a large 
square chamber without galleries. Eude oak, 
hewn with the axe straight from the tree, 
formed the rafters and principals of the roofs. 
The windows were small, and cast a feeble 
light. A long table like a block of granite, 
covered with a faded green cloth and having 
huge carved legs, stood at one end of the 
court, and stretched almost from side to side. 
On a dais over this table sat the two judges in 
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high-backed chairs, deeply carved and black. 
There was a stout rail at one end of the table^ 
and behind it were steps leading to a chamber 
below. This was the bar, and an oflScer of the 
court stood at one side of it. Exactly opposite 
it were three rows of seats on graduated levels. 
This was the jury box. Banged in front of the 
table were the counsel for the King, the Clerk 
of the Court, and two or three lawyers. An 
ancient oak chest, ribbed with iron and secured 
by several massive padlocks, stood on the table. 

The day was cold. A close mist that had 
come from the mountains hovered over the 
court and crept into every crevice, chilling and 
dank. 

There was much preliminary business to go 
through, and the people who thronged the 
court watched it with ill-concealed impatience. 
True bills were found for this offence and that 
—assaults, batteries, larcenies. 
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Amid a general hush the crier called for 
Kalph Eay. 

Ealph stepped up quietly, and laid one 
hand on the rail in front of him. The hand 
was chained. He looked round. There was 
not a touch either of pride or modesty in his 
steady gaze. He met, without emotion, the 
sea of faces upturned to his own face. Near 
the door at the end of the court stood the man 
who had been known in Lancaster as Ealph's 
shadow. Their eyes met, but there was no 
expression of surprise in either face. Close at 
hand was the burlier rutBan who had insulted 
the girl that sang in the streets. In the body 
of the court there was another famihar face. 
It was Willy Ray's, and on meeting his 
brother's eyes for an instant Ralph turned his 
own quickly away. Beneath the bar, with 
downcast eyes, sat Simeon Stagg. 

The Clerk of the Court was reading a 
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commission authorising the court to hear and 
determine treasons, and while this formality 
was proceeding Ealph was taking note of his 
judges. One of them was a stout, rubicund 
person advanced in years. Ealph at once 
recognised him as a lawyer who had submitted 
to the Parliament six years before. The other 
judge was a man of austere countenance, and 
quite unknown to Ealph. It was the former 
of the two judges who had the principal 
management of the case. The latter sat with 
a paper before his face. The document some- 
times concealed his eyes and sometimes dropped 
below his mouth. 

' Gentlemen,' said the judge, beginning his 
charge, 'you are the grand inquest for the 
body of this county, and you have now before 
you a prisoner charged with treason. Treason, 
gentlemen, has two aspects : there is treason of 
the wicked imagination, and there is treason 
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apparent : the former poisons the heart, the 
latter breaks forth in action/ 

The judge drew his robes about him, and 
was about to continue, when the paper sud- 
denly dropped from the face of the other 
occupant of the bench. 

'Your pardon, brother Millet,' he inter- 
rupted, and pointed towards Ralph's arms. 
' When a prisoner comes to the bar his irons 
ought to be taken off. Have you anything to 
object against these irons being struck away ? ' 

* Nothing, brother Hide,' replied the judge 
rather testily. ' Keeper, knock off the priso- 
ner's irons.' 

The official appealed to looked abashed, 
and replied that the necessary instruments were 
not at hand. 

'They are of no account, my lord,' said 
Ealph. 

' They must be removed/ 
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When the delay attending this process was 
over and the handcuffs fell to the ground, the 
paper rose once more in front of the face of 
Justice Hide, and Justice Millet continued his 
charge. 

He defined the nature and crime of treason 
with elaboration and circumlocution. He quoted 
the ancient statute wherein the people, speak- 
ing of themselves, say that they recognise no 
superior under God but only the King's grace. 
' I do not speak my own words,' he said, ' but 
the words of the law, and I urge this the 
more lest any persons should draw dangerous 
inferences to shadow their traitorous acts. 
Gentlemen, the King is the vicegerent of God, 
and has no superior. If any man shall shroud 
himself under any pretended authority, you 
must know that this is not an excuse, but the 
height of aggravation.' 

Once more the judge paused, drew his robes 
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about him, and turned sharply to the jury to 
observe the effect of his words ; then to his 
brother on the bench, for the light of his coun- 
tenance. The paper was covering the eyes of 
Justice Hide. . • 

'But now, gentlemen, to come from the 
general to the particular. It is treason to levy 
war against the King's person, and to levy war 
against the King's authority is treason too. It 
follows, therefore, that all acts which were done 
to the keeping of the King out of the exercise 
of his kingly oflGice were treason. If persons 
assembled themselves in a warUke manner to 
do any of these acts, that was treason. Ke- 
member but this, and I have done.' 

A murmur of assent and approbation passed 
over the court when the judge ceased to speak. 
Perhaps a close observer might have marked 
an expression of dissatisfaction on the face of 
the other judge as often as the document held 



14 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

in front of it permitted the eyes and mouth to 
be seen. He shifted restlessly from side to side 
while the charge was being delivered, and at 
the close of it he called somewhat impatiently 
for the indictment. 

The clerk was proceeding to give the names 
of the witnesses, when Kalph asked to be per- 
mitted to see the indictment. With a smile, 
the clerk handed him a copy in Latin. Ealph 
glanced at it, threw it back to the table, and 
asked for a translation. 

' Let the indictment be read aloud and in 
English,' said Justice Hide. 

It was then read, and purported that, to- 
gether with others, Ealph Bay, not having the 
fear of God before his eyes, and being instigated 
by the devil, had traitorously and feloniously, 
contrary to his due allegiance and bounden 
duty, conspired against the King's authority on 
sundry occasions and in divers places. 
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There was a strained attitude of attention 
while the indictment was being read, and a dead 
stillness when the prisoner was called upon to 
plead. 

* How sayest thou, Balph JRay ? Art thou 
guilty of that treason whereof thou standest 
indicted and for which thou hast been arraigned, 
or not guilty ? ' 

Balph did not reply at once. He looked 
calmly around. Then, in a firm voice, without 
a trace of emotion, he said — 

' I claim exemption under the Act of 
ObUvion.' 

There was a murmur as of inquiry. 

' That will avail you nothing,' replied the 
judge who had dehvered the charge. ' The Act 
does not apply to your case. You must plead 
Guilty or Not Guilty.' 

* Have I no right to the benefit of the Act 
of ObUvion?' 
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The clerk rose again : 

* Are you Guilty or Not Guilty ? ' 

* Have I liberty to move exceptions to the 
indictment ? ' 

* You shall have the liberty that any subject 
can have,' replied Justice Millet. 'You have 
heard the indictment read, and you must plead 
— Guilty or not Guilty.' 

The paper had again gone up before the face 
of Justice Hide. 

'I stand at this bar/ said Ealph quietly, 
* charged with conspiring against the King's 
authority. The time of the alleged treason is 
specified. I move this exception to the indict- 
ment, that the King of England was dead at 
the period named.' 

There was some shufl3mg in the court. The 
paper had dropped below the eyes. 

' You trouble the court with these damnable 
excursions,' cried Justice Millet, with no 
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attempt to conceal his anger. ' By the law of 
England the King never dies. Your plea must 
be direct— "Guilty," or "Not Guilty." No 
man standing in your position at the bar must 
make any other answer to the indictment.' 
' Shall I be heard, my lord ? ' 

* You shall, sir, but only on your trial.' 

* I urge a point of law, and I ask for coun - 
sel,' said Ealph ; ' I can pay.' 

' You seem to be versed in proceedings of 
law, young man,' rephed the judge, with an 
undisguised sneer. 

The paper dropped below the mouth. 

* Mr. Eay,' said Justice Hide, in a friendly 
tone, 'the course is that you should plead.' 

'I stand charged, my lord, with no crime. 
How, then, shall I plead? ' 

^Mr. Kay,' said the judge again, 'I am 
sorry to interrupt you. I hold that a man in 
your position should ha\ e every leniency shown 

VOL. III. c 
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to him. But these discourses are contrary to 
all proceedings of this nature. Will you 
plead?' 

* He must plead, brother ; there is no wiU 
youV rejoined the other occupant of the 
bench. 

The paper went up over the eyes once 
more. There was some laughter among the 
men before the table. 

' He thinks it cheap to defy the court,' said 
counsel for the King. 

* Brother Millet,' said Justice Hide, * when 
a prisoner at the bar would plead anything in 
formality, counsel should be allowed.' 

' Oh certainly, certainly,' replied the judge, 
recovering his suavity. Then turning to Ealph, 
he said — 

' What is the point of law you urge ? ' 
'What I am accused of doing,' replied 
Ealph, * was done under the command of the 
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Parliament, when the Parliament was the 
supreme power.' 

' Silence, sir,' cried Justice Millet. ' The 
Parliament was made up of a pack of usurpers 
with a low mechanic fellow at their head. 
Gentlemen,' turning with a gracious smile to 
the jury, ' you will remember what I said.' 

'The Parliament was appointed by the 
people,' replied Ealph quietly, ' and recognised 
by foreign princes.' 

' It was only a third part of the constitu- 
tion.' 

' It did not live in a corner. The sound of 
it went out among many nations.' 

Ealph still spoke calmly. The spectators 
held their breath. ' Do you know where you 
are, sir?' cried the judge, now grown scarlet 
with anger *You are in the court of his 
Majesty the King. Would you have the 
boldness here, before the faces of the ser- 

c 2 
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vants of that gracious Prince, to justify your 
crimes by claimiug for them the authority of 
usurpers ? ' 

' I am but charged,' replied Kalph, ' with 
puttmg my hand to that plough which all men 
were then compelled to follow. I am but 
accused of fidelity to that cause which some of 
my prosecutors, as I see, did themselves at first 
submit to, and afterwards betray.' 

At this there were loud murmurs in the 
court. The paper had fallen Irom the face of 
Justice Hide. His brother justice was livid 
with rage. 

' What fellow is this ? ' said the latter judge, 
with obvious uneasiness. ' A dalesman jfrom 
the mountains, did you say ? ' 

* Dalesman or not, my lord — ^a cunning and 
dangerous man,' replied counsel. 

* I see already that he is one who is ready 
to say anything to save his miserable life.' 
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* Brother Millet,' interrupted the other 
judge, ' you have rightly observed that this is a 
court of his Gracious Majesty. Let us conduct 
it as such.' 

There was a rustle of gowns before the table 
and some whispering in the court. 

* Mr. Eay, you have heard the indictment. 
It charges you as a false traitor against his Most 
Gracious Majesty, your supreme and natural 
lord. The course is for you to plead Guilty or 
Not Guilty.' 

' Have I no right to the General Pardon ? ' 
asked Balph. 

Justice Millet, recovering from some tem- 
porary discomfiture, interposed— 

'The proclamation of pardon was issued 
before his Majesty came into possession.' 

*And my crime — was not that committed 
before the King came into possession? Are 
the King's promises less sacred than the people's 
laws ? ' 
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Again some murmuring in the court. 

' Brother Hide, is the court to be troubled 
longer with these idle disputations ? ' 

' I ask for counsel,' said Ealph. 

^This,' replied Justice Hide, *is not a 
matter in which counsel can be assigned. If 
your crime be treason, it cannot be justified ; 
if it be justifiable, it is not treason. The law 
provides that we shall be your counsel, and, as 
such, I advise that you do not ask exemp- 
tion under the Act of Oblivion, for that is 
equal to a confession.' 

' I do not confess,' said Ealph. 

'You must plead Guilty or Not Guilty. 
There is no third course. Are you Guilty or 
Not Guilty ? ' 

There was a stillness hke that of the 
chamber of death in the court as this was 
spoken. 

Ealph paused, lifted his head, and looked 
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calmly about him. Every eye was fixed on his 
face. That face was as firm as a rock. . Two 
eyes near the door were gleaming with the 
light of fiendish triumph. Ealph returned his 
gaze to the judges. Still the silence was un- 
broken. It seemed to hang in the air. 

' Guilty or Not Guilty .? ' 

There was no reply. 

* Does the prisoner refuse to plead ? ' asked 
Justice Hide. Still there was no reply. Not a 
whisper in the court ; not the shuffle of a foot. 
The judge's voice fell slowly on the ear — 

'Ealph Eay, we would not have you de- 
ceive yourself. If you do not plead, it will be 
the same with you as if you had confessed.' 

' Am I at liberty to stand mute ? ' 

'Assuredly not,' Justice Millet burst out, 
pulling his robes about him. 

' Your pardon, brother ; it is the law that 
the prisoner may stand mute if he choose.' 
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Then turning to Ealph, 

' But why ? ' 

'To save from forfeiture my lands, sheep, 
goods and chattels, and those of my mother 
and brother, falsely stated to be mine.' 

Justice Millet gave an eager glance at Justice 
Hide. 

'It is the law,' said the latter, apparently 
replying to an unuttered question. 'The es- 
tate of an offender cannot be seized to the 
King's use before conviction. My Lord Coke 
is very clear on 'that point. It is the law ; we 
must yield to it.' 

' God forefend else,' replied Justice Millet, 
in his meekest tone. 

* Ealph Bay,' continued the judge, 'let us 
be sure that you know what you do. If you 
stand mute a terrible punishment awaits you.' 

Justice Millet interposed — 

' I repeat that the prisoner must plead. In 
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the ancient law of feine forte et dure an 
exception is expressly made of all cases of 

regicide.' 

* The indictment does not specify regicide as 
the prisoner's treason.' 

Justice Millet hid his discomfiture in an 
ostentatious perusal of a copy of the indict- 
ment. 

* But do not deceive yourself/ continued the 
judge, turning again towards the prisoner. 
' Do you know the penalty of standing mute ? 
Do you know that to save your estates to your 
family by refusing to plead you must suffer a 
terrible death — a death without judgment, a 
death too shocking perhaps for so much as 
bare contemplation ? Do you know this ? ' 

The dense throng in the court seemed not 
to breathe at that awful moment. Every one 
waited for the reply. It came slowly and de- 
liberately : 
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' I know it.' 

The paper dropped from the judge's hand, 
and fluttered to the floor. In the court there 
was a half-uttered murmur of amazement. A 
man stood there to surrender his life, with all 
that was near and dear to it. Not dogged, 
trapped, made desperate by fate, but cheerfully 
and of his own free will. 

Wonder and awe fell on that firmament of 

faces. Brave fellows there found the heart 

swell and the pulse beat quick as they saw that 

men — plain, rude men, Englishmen, kinsmen — 

might still do nobly. Cowards shrank closer 

together. 

And, in the midst of all, the man who stood 

to die wore the serenest look to be seen there. 

Not an eye but was upturned to his placid face. 

The judge's voice broke the silence. 

' And was it with this knowledge and this 
view that you surrendered ^ ' 
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t 

^ fialph folded his arms across his breast and 
bowed. 

flChe silence could be borne no longer. The 
murmurs of the spectators broke into a wild 
tumult of cheers, like the tossing of many 
waters ; like the roar and lash of mighty 
win -is that rise and swell, then ebb and surge 
aga*n. 

The usher of the court had not yet sup- 
prej^sed the applause when it was observed that 
a disturbance of another kind had arisen near 
the door. A young woman with a baby in her 
arms was crushing her way in past the javelin 
man stationed there, and was craning her neck 
to catch sight of the prisoner above the dense 
throng that occupied every inch of the floor. 

' Let me have but a glance at him — one 
glance — for the dear G od's sake let me but see 

i 

him — only once — only for a moment.' 

The judge called for silence, and the officer 




28 THE SHADO W OF A CRIME. 

was hurrying the woman away when Ealph 
turned his face full towards the door. 

* I see him now/ said the woman. 'He's 
not my husband. No,' she added, ' but I've 
seen him before somewhere/ 

' Where, my good woman ? Where have 
you seen him before the day ? * 

This was whispered in her ear by a man 
who had struggled his way to her side. 

' Does he come from beyond Gaskarth ? ' 
she asked. 

' Why, why ? ' 

' This commotion ill befits the gravity of a 
trial of such grave concernment,' said one of 
the judges in an austere tone. 

In another moment the woman and her 
eager interlocutor had left the court together. 

There was then a brief consultation 
between the occupants of the bench. 

* The pardon is binding,' said one ; ' if it 
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were otherwise it were the hardest case that 
could be for half the people of England.' 

'Yet the King came back without con- 
ditions,' replied the other. 

There was a general bustle in the court- 
The crier proclaimed silence. 

'The prisoner stands remanded for one 
week.' 

Then Balph was removed from the bar. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 



THE FIERY HAND. 



They drove Robbie Anderson that night to 
the house of the old woman with whom he 
lodged, but their errand was an idle one. 
Reuben Thwaite jumped from the cart and 
rapped at the door. Old 'Becca Rudd opened 
it, held a candle over her head, and peered into 
the darkness. When she heard what sick 
guest they had brought her she trembled from 
head to foot, and cried to them not to shorten 
the life of a poor old soul whose days were 
numbered. 

'Nay, nay; take him away, take him away,' 
she said. 
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' Art daft, or what diista mean ? ' said 
Mattha from his seat in the cart. 

' Nay, but have mercy on me, have mercy 
on me,' cried 'Becca beseechingly. 

' Weel, weel,' said Mattha, * they do say as 
theer's no fools like auld fools. Why, the lad's 
ram'lin. Canst hear? — ram'Un. Wadst hev 
us keck him intil the dyke to die like 
ony dog ^ ' 

* Take him away, take him away,' cried 
'Becca, retiring inwards, her importunity 
becoming every moment louder and more 
vehement. 

* I reckon ye wad be a better stepmother 
to yon brocken-back't bitch of yours an it had 
the mange ? ' said Mattha. 

' Nay, but the plague — the plague. Ye've 
heard what the new preachers are telling about 
the plague. Robbie's got it, Eobbie's got the 
plague ; I'm sure of it, sure.' 
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'Becca set down the candle to wring her 
hands. 

' So thoo's sure of it, ista ? ' said Mattha. 
' Weel, I'll tell thee what /'s sure on, and that 
is that thoo art yan o' them folks as waddant 
part with the reek off their kail. Ye'r nobbut 
an auld blatherskite, 'Becca, as preaches mair 
charity in a day ner ye'r ready to stand by in 
a twelvemonth. Come, Reuben, whip up yer 
dobbin. Let's away to my own house. I'd 
hev to be as poor as a kirk louse afore I'd turn 
my back on a motherless lad as is nigh to 
death's door.' 

* Don't say that, father,' whimpered Liza. 

' Nay, Mattha, nay, man,' cried 'Becca, 
'it's nought of that. It's my life that's in 
danger.' 

' Shaf I that 'at is nowt is nivver in danger. 
Whear's the plague as wad think it worth 
while to bodder wid a skinflint like thee? 
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Good-neet, 'Becca, good-neet, and 'od white te, 
lass, God requite tliee ! ' 

So they drove to Matthew Branthwaite's 
cottage, and installed the sick man in the 
disused workroom, where the loom had stood 
silent for nearly ten years. 

A rough shake-down was improvised, a log 
fire was speedily kindled, and in half an hour 
Mrs. Branthwaite was sitting at Eobbie's bed- 
side bathing his hot forehead with cloths 
damped in vinegar. The little woman — timid 
and nervous in quieter times — was beginning to 
show some mettle now. 

' Eobbie has the fever, the brain fever,' she 
said. She was right. The old wife's diagnosis 
was as swift as thought. Next day they sent 
for the doctor from Gaskarth. He came ; 
looked wise and solemn ; asked three questions 
in six syllables apiece, and paused between 

them. Then he felt the sick man's pulse. He 
vol: hi. d 
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might almost have heard the tick of it. 
Louder was the noise of the beating heart. 
Still not a word. In the dread stillness out 
came the lance, and Robbie was bled. Then 
sundry hums and ahs, but no syllable of 
counsel or cheer. 

' Is there any danger ? ' asked little Liza in 
a fretful tone. She was standing with head 
averted from the bowl which was in her 
mother's hands, with nervous fingers and palpi- 
tating breast. 

The wise man rephed in two guarded 
words. 

ft 

Eobbie had appeared to be conscious 
before the operation of the lance. He was 
wandering again. He would soon be wildly 
delirious. 

The great man took up his hat and his fee 
together. His silence at least had been golden> 

' Didsta iver see sic a dumb daft boggle ? ' 
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said Mattha as the doctor disappeared. ' It 
cannot even speak when it's spoken to.' 

The medical ghost never again haunted 
that particular ghost-walk. 

Eobbie lay four days insensible, and Mrs. 
Branthwaite was thenceforward his sole phy- 
sician and nurse. On the afternoon of the 
third day of Bobbie's illness — it was Sunday — 
Eotha Stagg left her own peculiar invalid in 
the care of one of the farnj women, and walked 
over to Mattha's house. 

Willy Ray had not returned from Carlisle. 
He had exchanged scarcely six words with her 
since the interview previously recorded. Eotha 
had not come to Shoulthwaite for Willy's satis- 
faction. Neither would she leave it for his 
displeasure. 

When the girl reached the weaver's cottage 
and entered the sick room Mattha himself was 
sitting at the fireside with a pipe, puffing the 

B 2 
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smoke up the chimney. Mrs. Branthwaite was 
bathing the sick man's head, from which the 
hair had been cut away. liza wad persuading 
herself that she was busy sewing at a new 
gown. The needle stuck and stopped twenty 
times a minute. Eobbie was delirious. 

'Bobbie, Eobbie, do you know who has 
come to see you?' said liza, bending over him. 

' Ey, mother, ey, here I am, home at last,' 
muttered Eobbie. 

' He's ram'Un agen,' said Mattha from the 
chimney corner. 

' Bless your old heart, mammy, but I'll 
mend my management. I will, that I will. 
It's true this time, mammy, ey, it is. No, 
no ; try me again just once^ mammy ! ' 

' He's for ever running on that, poor lad,' 
whispered Mattha. * I reckon it's been a sair 
point with him sin' he put auld Martha intil t' 
grund.' 
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* Don't greet, mammy ; don't greet/ 

Poor Liza found the gown wanted close at- 
tention at that moment. It went near enough 
to her eyes. 

' I say it was fifty strides to the north of 
the bridge ! Swear it ? Ey, swear it ! ' cried 
Kobbie at a fuller pitch of his weakened voice. 

' He's olas running on that, too,' whispered 
Mattha to Ebtha. ' Dusta mind 'at laal Reuben 
said the same ? ' 

In a soft and pleading tone Kobbie mum- 
bled on — 

' Don't greet, mammy, or ye'U kill me sure 
enough. Killing you ? Ey, it's true, it's true ; 
but I'll mend my management — I wilV 

There were sobs in Eobbie's voice, but no 
tears in his bloodshot eyes. 

' There, there, Eobbie,' whispered Mrs. 
Branthwaite soothingly in his ear ; ' rest thee 
still, Eobbie, rest thee still.' 
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It was a pitiful scene. The remorse of 
the poor, worn, wayward, tender-hearted lad 
seemed to rend the soul in his unconscious 
body. 

' If he could but sleep ! ' said Mrs. Bran- 
thwaite ; ' but he cannot.' 

Liza got up and went out. 

Eobbie struggled to raise himself on one 
elbow. His face, red as a furnace, was turned 
aside as though in the act of listening for some 

noise far away. Then in a thick whisper he 
said — 

'Fifty strides north of the bridge. No 
dreaming about it — north, I say, north.' 

Eobbie sank back exhausted, and Eotha 
prepared to leave. 

* It were that ducking of his heed did it, 
sure enough,' said Mattha, ' that and the drink 
together. I mind Bobbie's father — just sic 
like, just sic like ! Poor auld Martha, she hed 
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a sad bout of it, she bed, what with father and 
son. And baith good at the bottom, too, baith, 
poor lads.' 

A graver result than any that Mattha 
dreamt of hung at this moment on Bobbie's 
insensibility, and when consciousness returned 
the catastrophe had fallen. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

GARTH AND THE QUAKERS. 

As Eotha left the weaver's cottage she found 
Liza in the porch. 

' I'm just laughing at the new preachers,' 
she said, huskily. She was turning her head 
aside slily to brush the tears from her eyes into 
a shawl which was over her head. 

' There they are by the Lion. It's wrong 
to laugh, but they are real funny, aye ! ' 

The artifice was too palpable to escape 
Botha's observation. Without a word she put 
her arms about Liza and kissed her. Then 
the lurking tears gushed out openly, and the 
girl wept on her breast. They parted in 
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silence, and Eotha walked towards a little 
company gathered under the glow of a red 
sun on the highway, and almost in front of the 
village inn. They were the ' new preachers ' 
of whom Liza had spoken. The same that 
had, according to Eobbie's laodlady, foretold 
the plague. They were three men, and they 
stood in the middle of a ring of men, women, 
and children. One of them, tall and gaunt, 
with long grey hair and wild eyes, was speak- 
ing at the full pitch of his voice. Another was 
emphasising his words with loud hallelujahs. 
Then the third dropped down on his knees in 
the road, and prayed with earnestness in a 
voice that rang along the village street — silent 
to-day, save for him — and echoed back and 
back. Before the prayer had quite ended a 
hymn was begun in a jaunting measure, with 
a chorus that danced to a spirit of joyful- 
ness. 
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Then came another exhortation. It was 
heavy with gloomy prediction. The world was 
full of oppression, and envy, and drunkenness, 
and vain pleasures. Men had forsaken the 
light that should enlighten all men. They 
were full of deceit and vanities. They put 
their trust in priests and professors, who were 
but empty hollow casks. ' Yet the Lord is at 
hand,' cried the preacher, *to thrash the 
mountains, and beat them to dust.' 

Another hymn followed, more jubilant than 
before. One by one the people around caught 
the contagion of excitement. There were old 
men there with haggard faces that told of the 
long hard fight with the world in which they 
were of the multitude of the vanquished ; old 
women, too, jaded and tired, and ready to slip 
into oblivion, their long day's duty done ; 
mothers with babes in their arms, and young 
children nestUng close at their sides ; rollicking 
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boys and girls, as well, with all the struggle of 
life in front of them. 

The simple Quaker hymn told of a great 
home of rest far away, yet very near. 

The tumult had attracted the frequenters 
of the Eed lion, and some of these had 
stepped out on to the causeway. Two or 
three of them were already drunk. Among 
them was Garth, the blacksmith. He laughed 
frantically, and shrieked and crowed at every 
address and every hymn. When the preachers 
shouted ' Hallelujah ' he shouted ' Hallelujah ' 
also ; shouted again and again, in season and 
out of season ; shouted until he was hoarse, 
and the perspiration poured down his crim- 
soning face. His tipsy companions at first 
assisted him with- noisy cheers. When one of 
the men in the ring hfted up his voice in the 
ardour of prayer. Garth yelled out yet louder 
to ask if he thought God Almighty was deaf. 
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The people began to tremble at the black- 
smith's blasphemies. The tipsiest of his fel- 
lows slunk away from his side. 

The preacher spoke at one moment of the 
numbers of their following. 

* You carry a bottle of liquor somewhere/ 
cried Garth ; ' that's why they follow you.' 

Wearied out by such a shrieking storm of 
discord, one of the three Quakers — a little man 
with quick eyes and nervous lips — made his 
way through the crowd to where the black- 
smith stood at the outskirts of it. Garth 
propped his back against the wall of the inn 
and laughed hysterically at the preacher's re- 
monstrance : ' Woe to thee and such as thee 
when God's love passes away from thee.' 

Garth replied with a mocking blasphemy 
too terrible for record. He repeated it, 
shouted it, screamed it. 

In sheer horror the Quaker dropped on 
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his knees in front of the blacksmith and mut- 
tered a prayer that was almost inaudible : 

' God grant that the seven devils, yea seven 
times seveU) may come out of him I ' 

Then Garth was silent for a moment. 

' I knew such a one as thou art five years 
ago,' said the Quaker ; ' and where thinkest 
thou he died ? ' 

'Where?' said Garth, with a drunken 
hiccup. 

' But he was a saved man at last — saved by 
the light with which Christ enlightened all 
men — saved ' 

' Where ? ' repeated Garth, with a hideous 
imprecation. 

*0n the gallows — ^he had killed his own 
father — he was ' 

' Curse you I Curse you on earth and in 
hell ! ' 

The people who had crowded round held 
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their hands to their ears to shut out the fearful 
blasphemies. Garth, sobered somewhat by- 
rage which was no longer assumed but real, 
pushed them aside and strode down the 
lane. 

Botha turned away from the crowd and 
walked towards Shoulthwaite. Before her, at 
fifty paces, the blacksmith tramped doggedly 
on with head towards the ground. Drunk, 
mad, devilish as at this moment he might be, 
Eotha felt an impulse to overtake him. She 
knew not what power prompted her, or what 
idea or what hope. Never before had she felt 
an instinct drawing her to this man. Yet she 
wished to speak with him now. Would she 
had done so ! Would she had done so — not 
for his sake or yet for hers-— but now, even 
now, while the impieties were hot on his 
burning lips ! 

Eotha ran a step or two and stopped. 
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Garth shambled sullenly on. He never lifted 
his eyes to the sky. 

When he reached his home he threw him- 
self on the skemmel drawn up to the hearth. 
He was sober now. His mother had been 
taking her Sunday afternoon's sleep on the 
settle, which stood at one side of the kitchen. 
His noisy entrance awoke her. He broke the 
peat with the peat-stick and kicked it into 
the fire. 

* What's come ower thee ? ' said Mrs. 
Garth, opening her eyes and yawning. 

' What's come over you more hke .? ' growled 
Joe. 

* What now?' 

* Do you sell your own flesh and blood ? ' 
said Joe. 

* Sell ? What's thy mare's nest now, thou 
weathercock ? One wouldn't think that butter 
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CHAPTER XLL 



A horse's neigh. 



A BLEARED winter sun was sinking down 
through a scarf of mist. Eotha was walking 
hurriedly down the lonnin that led from the 
house on the Moss. Laddie, the colUe, had at- 
tached himself to her since Ealph's departure, 
and now he was running by her side. 

She was on her way to Fornside, but on no 
errand of which she was conscious. Willy 
Eay had not yet returned. Her father had 
not come back from his long journey. Where 
was Willy? Where was her father? What 
kept them away? And what of Ralph — 
standing, as he did, in the jaws of that Death 
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into which her own hands had thrust him? 
Would hope ever again be possible? These 
questions Eotha had asked herself a hundred 
times, and through the responseless hours of 
the long days and longer nights of more than a 
week she had lived on somehow, somehow, 
somehow. 

The anxiety was burning her heart away ; 
it would be burnt as dry as ashes soon. And 
she had been born a woman — a weak woman 
— a thing meant to sit at home with her foot 
on the treadle of her poor little wheel, while 
dear Uves were risked and lost elsewhere. 

Eotha was a changed being. She was no 
longer the heartsome lassie who had taken cap- 
tive the stoical fancy of old Angus. Tutored 
by suflfering, she had become a resolute woman. 
Goaded by something akin to despair, she was 
now more dangerous than resolute. 

She was to do strange things soon. Even 

e2 
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her sunny and girlish ingenuousness was to 
desert her. She was to become as cunning as 
dauntless. Do you doubt it ? Put yourself in 
her place. Think of what she had done, and 
why she had done it ; think of what came of it, 
and may yet come of it. Then look into your 
own heart ; or, better far, look into the heart 
of another — you will be quicker to detect the 
truth and the falsehood that lies there. 

Then listen to what the next six days will 
bring forth. 

The cottage at Fornside has never been 
occupied since the tailor abandoned it. Hardly 
in Wythburn was there anyone so poor as to 
covet such shelter for a home. It was a single- 
storied house with its back to the road. Its 
porch was entered from five or six steps that 
led downwards from a little garden. It had 
three small rooms, with low ceilings and paved 
floors. In the summer the fuchsia flecked its 



A HORSE'S NEIGH. 53 

front with white and red. In these winter 
days the dark ivy was all that grew about it. 

Lonely, cheerless, and now proscribed by 
the fears and superstitions of the villagers, it 
stood as gaunt as a solitary pine on the moun- 
tain head that has been blasted and charred by 

the lightning. 

< 

When Eotha reached it she hesitated as if 
uncertain whether to go in or go back She 
stood at the little wicket, while the dog 
bounded into the garden. In another moment 
Laddie had run into the house itself. 

How was this ? She had locked the door. 
The key had been hidden as usual in the place 
known only to her father and herself. Eotha 
hurried down, and pushed her hand deep into 
the thatch covering the porch. The key was 
gone. The door stood open. 

And now, besides the pat of the dog's feet, 
she heard noises from within. 



54 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

Rotha put her hand to her heart. Could it 
be that her father had come home ? Was he 
here, here ? 

The girl stepped into the kitchen. Then a 
loud clash, as of a closing chest, came from an 
inner room. In an instant there was the rustle 
of a dress, and Mrs. Garth and Eotha were face 
to face in that dim twilight. 

The recoil of emotion was too much for the 
girl. She stood silent. The woman looked at 
her for an instant with something more like a 
frightened expression than had yet been seen 
on her hard face. 

Then she brushed past her and away. 

' Stop ! ' cried Eotha, recovering herself. 

The woman was gone, and the girl did not 
pursue her. 

Eotha went into the room which Mrs. 
Garth had come from. It was Wilson's room. 
There was his trunk still, which none had 
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claimed. The trunk — the hasty closing of its 
lid had been the noise she heard ! But it had 
always been heavily locked. With feverish 
fingers Eotha clutched at the great padlock 
that hung from the front of the trunk. It had 
a bunch of keys suspended from it. They 
were strange to her. Whose keys were 
they? 

The trunk was not locked ; the lid had 
merely been shut down. Eotha raised it with 
trembling hands. Inside were clothes of 
various kinds, but these had been thrust hur- 
riedly aside, and beneath them were papers — 
many papers — scattered loosely at the bottom. 
What were they ? 

It was growing dark. Eotha remembered 
that there was no candle in the house, and no 
lamp that had oil. She thrust her hand down 
to snatch up the papers, meaning to carry them 
away. She touched the dead man's clothes, 
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and shrank back affrighted. The lid fell 
heavily again. 

The girl began to quiver in every limb. 
Who could say that the spirits of the dead 
did not haunt the scenes of their Uves and 
deaths ? Gracious heaven ! she was in Wilson's 
room ! 

Botha tottered her way out in the gathering 
gloom, clutching at the door as she went. 
Back in the porch again, she felt for the key to 
the outer door. It was in the lock. She 
should cany it with her this time. Then 
bhe remembered the keys in the trunk. She 
must carry them away also. She never asked 
herself why. What power of good or evil was 
prompting the girl ? 

Calling the dog, she went boldly into the 
house again, and once more into the dead man's 
room. She fixed the padlock, turned the key, 
drew it out of its wards, and put the bunch 
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of keys ia her pocket. In two minutes more 

she was on the high road, walking back to 
Shoulthwaite. 

There was something m her heart that told 
her that to-day's event was big with issues. 
And, truly, an angel of light had led her to 
that dark house. 

The sun was gone. A vapoury mist was 
preceding the night. The dead day lay clammy 
on her hands and cheeks. 

When she reached the Fomside road, her 
eyes turned towards the smithy. There it was, 
and a bright red glow from the fire, white at its 
hissing heart, lit up the air about it. Eotha 
could hear the thick breathing of the bellows 
and the thin tinkle of the anvil. Save for these 
all was silent. 

What was the secret of the woman who 
lived there? That it concerned her father, 
Ralph, herself, and all people dear to her, was 
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as clear as day to Eotha. The girl then 
resolved that, come what should or could, 
that secret should be torn from the woman's 
heart. 

The moon was struggling feebly through a 
ridge of cloud, lighting the sky at moments like 
a revolving lamp at sea. On the road home 
Eotha passed two young people who were 
tripping along and laughing as they went. 

' Good-night, Botha,' said the young dales- 
man. 

* Good-night, dear,' said his sweetheart- 
Eotha returned the salutations. 

* Fine lass that,' said the young fellow in a 
whisper. 

'Do you think so? She's too moapy for 
me/ replied his companion. ' I hate moapy 
folks.' 

After this slight interruption the two re- 
sumed the sport of their good spirits. 
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The moon had cleared the clouds now. 

It was to be just such a night — save for the 
frost and wind — as that fateful one on which 
Balph and Eotha walked together from the 
Red Lion. How happy that night had seemed 
to her then to be — Chappy, at least, until the 
end ! She had even sung under the moonlight. 
But her songs had been truer than she knew — 
terribly, horribly true. 

' One lonely foot Bounds on the keep. 
And that's the warder's tread.' 

Step by step Eotha retraced every incident 
of that night's walk ; every word of Ealph's 
and every tone. 

He had told her that her father was 
innocent, and that he knew it was so. 

He had asked her if she did not love her 
father, and she had said ^Better than all the 
world.' 

Had that been true, quite true? Botha 
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stopped and plucked at a bough in the 
fence. 

When she had asked him the cause of his 
sadness ; when she had hinted that perhaps he 
was keeping something behind which might yet 
take all the joy out of the glad news that he 
gave her — ^what, then, had he said ? He had 
told her there was nothing to come that need 
mar her happiness or disturb her love. Had 
that also been true, quite true ? 

No, no, no, neither had been true ; but the 
falsehood had been hers. 

She loved her father, yes ; but not, no, 
not better than all the world. And what had 
come after had marred her happiness and 
disturbed her love. Where lay her love — 
where ? 

Eotha stopped again, and as though to 
catch her breath. Nature within her seemed at 
war with itself. It was struggling to tear away 
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a mask that hid its own face. That mask must 
soon be plucked aside. 

Eotha thought of her betrothal to Willy, 
and then a cold chill passed over her. 

She walked on imtil she came under the 
shadow of the trees beneath which Angus 
Eay had met his death. There she paused and 
looked down. She could almost conjure up 
the hour of the finding of the body. 

At that moment the dog was snuffling at 
the very spot. Here it was that she herself 
had slipped ; here that Kalph had caught her in 
his arms ; here, again, that he had drawn her 
forward ; here that they had heard noises from 
the court beyond. 

Stop — what noise was thatl It was clie 
whinny of a horse ! They had heard that too. 
Her dream of the past and the present reahty 
were jumbUng themselves together. 

Again ? No, no ; that was the neigh — the 
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real neigh — of a horse. Eotha hastened for- 
ward. The dog had run on. A minute later 
Laddie was barking furiously. Eotha reached 
the courtyard. 

There stood the old mare, exactly as before. 

Was it a dream? Had she gone mad? 
Eotha ran and caught the bridle. 

Yes, yes ! It was a reality. It was Betsy ! 

There was no coffin on her back; the 
straps that had bound it now dangled to the 
ground. 

But it was the mare herself and no dream. 

Yes, Betsy had come home. 
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CHAPTEK XLH. 



THE FATAL WITNESS. 



Long before the hour appointed for the re- 
sumption of the trial of EaJph Eay, a great 
crowd filled the Market-place at Carhsle, and 
lined the steps of the old Town Hall, to await 
the opening of the doors. As the clock in the 
cupola was striking ten, three men inside the 
building walked along the corridor to unbar 
the public entrance. 

' I half regret it,' said one ; * you have 
forced me into it. I should never have touched 
it but for you.' 

' Tut, man,' whispered another, ' you saw 
how it was going. Wilh yon man on the 
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bench and yon other crafty waistrel at the bar, 
the chance was well-nigh gone. What hope 
was there of a conviction ? ' 

* ^None, none; never make any more bother- 
ment about it, Master Lawson,' said the third. 

' The little tailor is safe. He can do no 
harm as a witness.' 

*rm none so sure of that,' rejoined the 
first speaker. 

The door was thrown open and the three 
men stepped aside to allow the crush to pass 
them. One of the first to enter was Mrs. 
Garth. The uncanny old crone cast a quick 
glance about her as she came in with the rest, 
hooded close against the cold. Her eyes fell 
on one of the three men who stood apart. For 
a moment she fixed her gaze steadfastly upon 
him, and then the press from behind swept 
her forward. But in that moment she had 
exchanged a swift and unmistakable glance 
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of recognition. The man's face twitched 
slightly. He looked relieved when the woman 
had passed on. 

Dense as had been the throng that filled the 
court on the earher hearing, the throng was 
now even yet more dense. The benches usually 
provided for the public had been removed, and 
spectators stood on every inch of the floor. 
Some crept up to the windows, and climbed on 
to the window boards. One or two daring 
souls clambered over the shoulders of their 
fellows to the principals of the roof, and sat 
perched across them. The old courthouse was 
paved and walled with people. 

From the entrance at the western end the 
occupants of the seats before the table filed in 
one by one. The first to come was the 
Sherifi*, Wilfrey Lawson. With papers in hand 
he stationed himself immediately under the 
jurors' box and facing the bar. Then came 
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the Clerk of the Court, who was making an 
ostentatious display of familiarity with counsel 
for the King, who walked half a pace behind 
him. 

The judges took their seats. As they 
entered, the gentleman of the rubicund com- 
plexion was chatting in a facetious vein with 
his brother judge, who, however, relaxed but 
little of the settled austerity of his countenance 
under the fire of many jests. 

Silence was commanded, and Ealph Eay 
was ordered to the bar. He had scarcely taken 
his place there when the name of Simeon Stagg 
was also called. For an instant Ealph looked 
amazed. The sheriff observed his astonish- 
ment and smiled. The next moment Sim was 
by his side. His face was haggard ; his long 
grey and black hair hung over his temples. 
He was led in. He clutched feverishly at the 
rail in front. He had not yet lifted his eyes. 
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After a moment he raised them, and met the 
eyes of Ealph turned towards him. Then he 
shuffled and sidled up to Ralph's elbow. The 
people stretched their necks to see the unex- 
pected prisoner. 

After many preUminary formalities, it was 
announced that the Grand Jury had found a 
true bill for murder against the two prisoners. 

The indictment was read. It charged 
Ealph Eay and Simeon Stagg with having 
murdered with malice aforethought James 
Wilson, agent to the King's counsel. 

The prisoners were told to plead. Ralph 
answered promptly and in a clear tone, * Not 
guilty/ Sim hesitated, looked confused, stam- 
mered, lifted his eyes as if inquiringly to 
Ralph's face, then muttered indistinctly, ^Not 
guilty.' 

The judges exchanged glances. The clerk 
with a sneer on his lip mumbled something to 

F 2 
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counsel. The spectators turned with a slight 
bustle among themselves. Their pleas had 
gone against the prisoners — at least against 
Ealph. 

When the men at the bar were asked how 
they would be tried, Ealph turned to the bench 
and said he had been kept close prisoner for 
seven days, none having access to him. Was 
he to be called to trial, not knowing the charge 
against him until he was ordered to the bar ? 

No attention was paid to his complaint, 
and the jury was empanelled. Then counsel 
rose, and with the customary circumlocution 
opened the case against the prisoners. In the 
first place, he undertook to indicate the motive 
and occasion of the horrid, vile, and barbarous 
crime which had been committed, and which, 
he declared, scarce anything in the annals of 
justice could parallel; then, he would set 
forth the cii'cumstances under which the act 
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was perpetrated ; and, finally, he proposed to 
show what grounds existed for inferring that 
the prisoners were guilty thereof. 

He told the court that the deceased James 
Wilson, as became him according to the duty 
of his secret office, had been a very zealous 
person. In his legal capacity he had sought 
and obtained a warrant for the arrest of the 
prisoner Eay. That warrant had never been 
served. Why ? The dead body of Wilson had 
been foimd at daybreak in a lonely road not 
far from the homes of both prisoners. The 
warrant was not on the body. It had been 
missing to that day. His contention would be 
that the prisoners had obtained knowledge of 
the warrant ; that they had waylaid the 
deceased agent ia a place and at a time most 
convenient for the execution of their murder- 
ous design. With the cunning of clever 
criminals, they had faced the subsequent 
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coroner's inquiry. One of them, being the less 

artful, had naturally come under suspicion. 

The other, a cunning and dangerous man, had 

even taken an active share in defending his 

confederate. But being pursued by a guilty 

conscience, they dared not stay at the scene of 

their crime, and both had fled from their 

homes. All this would be justified by strong 

and undeniable circumstances. 

Counsel resumed his seat amid the heavy 

breathings and inaudible mutterings of the 

throng behind him. He was proceeding to call 

his witnesses, when Ealph asked to be heard. 

'Is it the fact that I surrendered of my 

* 
own free will and choice ? ' 

' It is.' • 

* Is it assumed that I was prompted to that 

step also by a guilty conscience ? ' 

Counsel realised that he was placed on the 

horns of a dilemma. Ignoring Kalph, he said, 
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*My lords, the younger prisoner did sur- 
render. He surrendered to a warrant charging 
him with conspiring to subvert the King's 
authority. He threw himself on the mercy of 
his Sovereign, and claimed the benefit of the 
pardon. And why ? To save himself from in- 
dictment on the capital charge. At the price, 
peradventure, of a fine or a year's imprison- 
ment to save himself from the gallows. 

« 

Thus he tried to hoodwink the law ; but, 
my lords '—and counsel lifted himself to his 
utmost height — ' the law is not to be hood- 
winked.' 

* God forefend else,' echoed Justice Millet, 
shifting in his seat and nodding his head with 
portentous gravity. 

' I was loth to interrupt you,' said Justice 
Hide, speaking calmly and for the first time, 
*or I should have pointed out wherein your 
statement did not correspond with the facts of 
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the prisoner Eay's conduct as I know it. Let 
us without delay hear the witnesses.' 

The first witness called was a woman thinly 
and poorly clad, who came to the box with 
tears in her eyes, and gave the name of Mar- 
garet Eushton. Ealph recognised her as the 
young person who had occasioned a momentary 
disturbance near the door towards the close of 
the previous trial. Sim recognised her also, 
but his recollection dated farther back. 

She described herself as the wife of a man 
who had been outlawed, and whose estates had 
been sequestered. She had bqen living the life 
of a vagrant woman. 

' Was your husband named John Eushton ? ' 
asked Ealph. • 

' Yes,' she replied, meekly, and all but in- 
audibly* 

' John Eushton, of Aberleigh ? ' 

* The same.' 
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* Did you ever hear him speak of an old 
comrade — ^Ealph Eay ? ' 

' Yes, yes,' answered the witness, lifting her 
hands to her face and sobbing aloud. 

* The prisoner wastes the time of the court. 
Let us proceed.' 

Ealph saw the situation at a glance. The 
woman's evidence — whatever it might be — was 
to be forced from her. 

' Have you seen these prisoners before ? ' 

' Yes, one of them.' 

' Perhaps both ? ' 

* Yes, perhaps both.' 

* Pray tell my lords and the jury what you 
know concerning them.' 

The wofnan tried to speak and stopped, 

tried again and stopped. 

Counsel, coming to her relief, said — 

' It was in Wythburn you saw them — when 

was that ? ' 
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' I passed through it with my two chOdren 
at Martinmas,' the witness b^an falteringly. 

' Tell my lords and the jury what happened 
then/ 

* I had passed by the village, and had come 
to a cottage that stood at the angle of two 
roads. The morning was cold, and my poor 
babies were crying. Then it came on to rain. 
So I knocked at the cottage, and an old man 
opened the door.' 

* Do you see the old man in this court ? ' 

' Yes — ^there,' pointing to where Sim stood 
in the dock with downcast eyes. 
There was a pause. 

* Come, good woman, let my lords and the 
jury hear what fiirther you know of this 
matter. You went into the cottage ? ' 

' He said I might warm the children at the 
fire — their little limbs were cold as stone.' 
'Well, well?' 
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' He seemed half crazed, I thought ; but he 
was very kind to me and my little ones. He 
gave them some warm milk, and said we might 
stay till the weather cleared. It did not clear 
all day. Towards nightfall the old man's 
daughter came home. She was a dear fine 
girl, God bless her ! ' 

The silence of the court was only disturbed 
by a stifled groan from the bar, where Sim 
still stood with downcast eyes. Ealph gazed 
through a blinding mist at the rafters overhead. 

' She nursed the little ones, and gave them 
oaten cake and barley bread. The good 
people were poor themselves ; I could see they 
were It rained heavier than ever, so the 
young woman made a bed for us in a little 
room, and we slept in the cottage until 
morning.' 

'Was anything said concerning the room 
you slept in ? ' 
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' They said it was their lodger's room ; but 
he was away, and would not return until the 
night following.' 

* Next day you took the road towards the 
North?' 

^ Yes, towards Carlisle. They told me that 
if my husband were ever taken he would be 
brought to Carlisle. That was why I wished 
to get here. But I had scarce walked a mile 
— I had a baby at the breast and a little boy 
who could just toddle beside me — I had scarce 
walked a mile before the boy became ill, and could 
not walk. I first thought to go back to the cot- 
tage, but I was too weak to carry both children. 
So I sat with my little ones by the roadside.' 

The witness paused again. Kalph was 
listening with intense eagerness. He was 
leaning over the rail before him to catch 
every syllable. When the woman had re- 
gained some composure he said quietly. 
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' There is a bridge thereabouts that spans a 
river. Which side of the bridge were you 
then ? ' 

'The Cariisle side — ^that is to say, the 
north.' 

The voice of counsel interrupted a further 
inquiry, 

' Pray tell my lords and the jury what else 
you know, good woman.' 

'We should have perished of cold where 
we sat, but looking up I saw that there was a 
bam in a field close by. It was open to the 
front, but it seemed to be sheltered on three 
sides, and had some hay in it. So I made my 
way to it through a gate, and carried the 
children.' 

* What happened while you were there ? — 
quick, woman, let us get to the wicked fact 

itself; 

* We stayed there all day, and when the 
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night came on I covered the little ones in the 
hay, and they cried themselves to sleep.' 

The tears were standing in the woman's 
eyes. The eyes of others were wet. 

* Yes, yes, but what occurred^ said coimsel, 
to whom the weeping of outcast babes was 
obviously less than an occurrence. 

'/ could not sleep,' said the woman 
hoarsely; and lifting her voice to a defiant 
pitch, she said, * Would that the dear God 
had let me sleep that night of all nights of 
niy life ! ' 

'Come, good woman,' said counsel more 
soothingly, ' what next ? ' 

' I listened to the footsteps that went by on 
the road, and so the weary hours trailed on. 
At last they had ceased to come and go. It 
was then that I heard a horse's canter far away 
to the north.' 

The witness was speaking in a voice so low 
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as to be scarcely audible to the people who 
stood on tiptoe and held their breath to hear. 

* My Uttle boy cried in his sleep. Then all 
was quiet again.' 

Sim shuddered perceptibly. He felt his 
flesh creep. 

' The thought came to me that perhaps the 
man on the horse could give me something to 
do the boy good. If he came from a distance, 
he would surely carry brandy. So. I laboured 
out of the bam and trudged through the grass 
to the hedge. Then I heard footsteps on the 
road. They were coming towards me.' 

^Wasitdark?' 

' Yes, but not very dark. I could see the 
hedge across the way. The man on foot and 
the man on the horse came together near 
where I stood,' 

' How near — twenty paces ? ' 

' Less. I was about to call, when I hear 
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the man on foot speak to the other, who was 
riding past him.' 

* You saw both men clearly ? ' 

'No,' replied the woman firmly; 'not 
clearly. I saw the one on the road. He was 
a little man, and he limped in his walk/ 

In the stillness of the court Ealph could 
almost hear the woman breathe. 

' They were quarrelling, the two men — you 
heard what they said ? ' said counsel, breaking 
silence. 

' It's not true,' cried the witness, in a hur- 
ried manner, ' / heard nothing.' 

'This is no suborned witness, my lords,' 
said counsel, in a cold voice, and with a 
freezing smile. ' Well, woman ? ' 

' The tall man leapt off his horse, and there 
was a struggle. The little man was swearing. 
There was a heavy fall, and all was quiet once 
more.' 
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As she spoke, the woman recoiled to the 
back of the box, and covered her face in her 
hands. 

* What manner of man was the taller one ? ' 
' He had a strong fiice with big features and 

large eyes. I saw him indistinctly.' 
' Do you see him now ? ' 

* I cannot swear ; but — ^but I think I do.' 

* Is the prisoner who stands to the left the 
man you saw that night ? ' 

* The voice is the same, the face is similar, 
and he wears the same habit — ^a long, dark 
coat lined with light flannel.' 

' Is that all you know of the matter ? ' 

* I knew that a crime had been committed 
in my sight. I felt that a dead body lay close 
beside me, I was about to turn away, when I 
heard a third man come up and speak to the 
man on the horse.' 

' You knew the voice ? ' 

VOL. III. G 
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*It was the cottager who had given us 
shelter. I ran back to the bam, snatched up 
my two children in their sleep, and fled away 
across the fields — ^I know not where.' 

Justice Hide asked the witness why she 
had not spoken of this before — three months 
had elapsed since then. 

She replied that she had meant to do so, 
but it came into her mind that perhaps the 
cottager was somehow concerned in the crime, 
and she remembered how good he and his 
daughter had been to her. 

* How had she come to make the disclosures 
now?' 

The witness explained that when she 
crushed her way into the court a week ago it 
was with the idea that the prisoner might be 
her husband. He was not her husband, but 
when she saw his face she remembered that 
she had seen him before. A man in the body 
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of the court had followed her out and asked 
her questions. 

* Who was the man ? ' asked the judge, 
turning to the sheriff. 

The gentleman addressed pointed to a man 
near at hand, who rose at this reference, with 
a smile of mingled pride and cunning as though 
he felt honoured by this pubhc disclosure of 
his astuteness. He was a small man with a 
wrinkled face, and a sinister cast in one of his 
eyes, which lay deep under shaggy brows. 
We have met him before. 

The judge looked steadily at him as he 
rose in his place. After a minute or two he 
turned again to look at him. Then he made 
some note on a paper in his hand. 

The witness looked jaded and worn with 
the excitement. During her examination Sim 
had never for an instant upraised his eyes ft'om 
the ground. The eagerness with which Kalph 

e2 
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had watched her was written in every muscle 
of his face. When liberty was given him to 
question her, he asked in a soft ' and tender 
voice if she knetv what time of the night it 
might be when she had seen what she had 
described. 

Between nine and ten o'clock as near -as 
she could say — ^perhaps fully ten. 

Was she sure which side of the bridge she 
was on — north or south ? 

« Sure — it was north of the bridge.' 

Ralph asked if the records of the coroner's 
inquiry were at hand. They were not. Could 
he have them examined? It was needless. 
But why ? 

* Because,' said Ralph, * it was sworn before 
the coroner that the body was found to the 
south of the bridge — fifty yards to the south 
of it.' 

The point was. treated with contempt and 
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some derisive laughter. When Ealph pressed 
it, there was humming and hissing in the court. 

'We must not expect that we can have 
exact and positive proof/ said Justice Millet ; 
' we would come as near as we can to 
circumstances by which a fact of this dark 
nature can be proved. It is easy for a witness 
to be mistaken on such a point.' 

The young woman Margaret Kushton was 
being dismissed. 

' One word,' said Justice Hide. ' You say 
you have heard your husband speak of the 
prisoner Eay-how has he spoken of him ? ' 

'How? — as the bravest gentleman in all 
England ! ' said the woman eagerly, 

Sim lifted his head, and clutched the rail. 
* God — it's true, it's true,' he cried hysterically, 
in a voice that ran through the court. 

' My lords,' said counsel, ' you have heard 
the truth wrung from a reluctant witness, but 
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you have not heard all the circumstances of 
this horrid fact. The next witness will prove 
the motive of the crime.' 

A burly Cumbrian came into the box, and 
gave the name of Thomas Scroope. He was 
an agent to the King's counsel. 

Ealph glanced at him. He was the man 
who insulted the girl in Lancaster. 

He said he remembered the defendant Bay 
as a captain in the trained bands of the late 
Parhament. Eay was always proud and 
arrogant. He had supplanted the captain 
whose captaincy he afterwards held. 

'When was that?' 

* About seven years agone,' rejoined the 
witness, adding, in an undertone, and as though 
chuckling to himself, ' he's paid dear enough 
for that sin' then.' 

Kalph interrupted. 

* Who was the man I supplanted, as you 
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say — ^the man who has made me pay dear for 
it, as you think?' 

No answer. 

*Who?' 

'No matter that,' grumbled the witness. 
His fecetiousness was gone. 

There was some slight stir beneath the 
jurors' box. 

' Tell the court the name of the man you 
mean/ 

Counsel objected to the time of the court 
being wasted with such questions. 

Justice Hide overruled the objection. 

Amid much sensation, the witness gave the 
name of the Sheriff of Cumberland, Wilfrey 
Lawson. 

Continuing his evidence in a defiant 
manner, the witness said he remembered the 
deceased agent, James Wilson. He saw him 
laet the day before his death. It was in 
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Carlisle they met. Wilson showed witness a 
warrant with which he was charged for Ray's 
arrest, and told him that Ray had often 
threatened him in years past, and that he 
believed he meant to take his life. Wilson 
had said that he intended to be beforehand, 
for the warrant was a sm-e preventive. He 
also said that the Rays were an evil family; 

the father was a hard, ungrateful brute, who 
had ill repaid him for six years' labour. The 
mother was best ; but then she was only a 
poor simple fool. The worst of the gang was 
this Ralph, who in the days of the Parliament 
had more than once threatened to deliver him 
— ^Wilson — to the sheriff — the other so-called 
sheriff, not the present good gentleman. 

Ralph asked the witness three questions. 

' Have we ever met before ? ' 

* Ey, but we'll never meet again, I reckon,* 
said the man, with a knowing wink. . 
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' Did you serve under me in the army of 
the Parliament ? ' 

' Nowt o' t' sort/ with a growl. 

* Were you captured by the King's soldiers, 
and branded with a hot iron, as a spy of their 
own who was suspected of betraying them ? ' 

* It's a' a lie. I were never brandet.' 

* Pull up the right sleeves of your jerkin 
and sai'k.' 

The witness refused. 

Justice Hide called on the keeper to do so. 

The witness resisted, but the sleeves were 
drawn up to the armpit. The flesh showed 
three clear marks as of an iron band. 

The man was hurried away, amid hissing in 
the court. 

The next witness was the constable, Jona- 
than Briscoe. He described being sent after 
Wilson early on the day following that agent's 
departure from Carlisle. His errand was to 
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bring back the prisoner. He arrived at Wyth- 
burn in time to be present at the inquest. 
The prisoner Stagg was then brought up and 
discharged. 

Ealph asked if it was legal to accuse a man 
a second time of the same offence. 

Justice Millet ruled that the discharge of a 
coroner (even though he were a resident 
justice as well) was no acquittal. 

The witness remembered how at the inquiry 
the defendant Kay had defended his accom- 
plice. He had argued that it was absurd to 
suppose that a man of Stagg's strength could 
have killed Wilson by a fall. Only a more 
powerful man could have done so. 

* Had you any doubt as to who that more 
powerful man might be ? ' 

' None, not I. I knew that the man whose 
game it was to have the warrant was the likest 
man to have grabbed it. It warn't on the 
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body. There was not a scrap of evidence 
against Bay, or. I should have taken him then 
and there/ 

' You tried to take him afterwards, and 
failed.' 

'That's true enough. The man has the 
muscles of an ox.' 

The next two witnesses were a labourer 
from Wythbum, who spoke again to passing 
Sim on the road on the night of the murder, 
and meeting Wilson a mile farther north ; 
and Sim's landlord, who repeated his former 
evidence. 

There was a stir in the court as counsel 
announced his last witness. A woman among 
the spectators was muttering something that 
was inaudible except to the few around her. 
The woman was Mrs. Garth. Willy Bay stood 
near her, but could not catch her words. 

The witness stepped into the box. There 
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was no expression of surprise on Ealph's face 
when he saw who stood there to give evidence 
against him. It was the man who had been 
known in Lancaster as his ' shadow ; ' the same 
that had (with an earlier witness) been Eobbie 
Anderson's companion in his night journey on 
the coach ; the same that passed Bobbie as he 
lay unconscious in Eeuben Thwaite's waggon ; 
the same that had sat in the bookseller's snug 
a week ago ; the same that Mrs. Garth had 
recognised in the corridor that morning ; the 
same that Justice Hide had narrowly scruti- 
nised when he rose in the court to claim the 
honour of ferreting the facts out of the woman 
Eushton. 

He gave the name of Mark Wilson. 

' Your name again ? ' said Justice Hide, 
glancing at a paper in his hand. 

' Mark Wilson.' 

Justice Hide beckoned the sheriff and whis- 



THE FATAL WITNESS. 93 

pered something. The sheriff crushed his way 
into an inner room. 

'The deceased James Wilson was your 
brother ? ' 

' He was.' 

* Tell my lords and the jury what you know 
of this matter.' 

'My brother was a zealous agent of our 
gracious King/ said the witness, speaking m a 
tone of great humility. 'He even left his 
home — ^his wife and family — ^in the King's 
good cause.' 

At this moment Sim was overtaken by 
faintness. He staggered and would have 
fallen. Ealph held him up, and appealed to 
the judges for a seat and some water to be 
given to his friend. The request was granted, 
and the examination continued. 

The witness was on the point of being dis- 
missed when the sheriff re-entered, and, making 
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his way to the bench, handed a book to Justice 
Hide. At the same instant Sim's attention 
seemed to be arrested to the most feverish 
alertness. Jumping up from the seat on which 
Ealph had placed him, he cried out in a thin 
shrill voice, calling on the prisoner to remain. 
There was breathless silence in the court. 

*You say that your brother,' cried Sim — 
* God in heaven, what a monster he was — you 
say that he left his wife and family. Tell us, 
did he ever go back to them ? ' 

*No; 

*Did you ever hear of money that your 
brother's wife came into after he'd deserted her 
— that was what he did, your lordships, de- 
serted her and her poor babby — ^^did you ever 
hear of it?' 

* What if I did ? ' replied the witness, who 
was apparently too much taken by surprise to 
fabricate a politic falsehood. 
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' Did you know that the waistrel tried to get 
hands on the mcmey for hhnself ? ' 

Sun was screaming out his questions, the 
sweat standing in round drops on his brow. 
The judges seemed too much amazed to 
remonstrate. 

^ Tell us, quick. Did he try to get hands 
on it?' 

'Perhaps ; what then? ' 

*Anddidhegetit?' 

'No.' 

' And why not — ^why not ? ' 

The anger of the witness threw him off 
his guard. 

' Because a cursed scoundrel stepped in and 
threataied to hang him if he touched the 
woman's money/ 

'Aye, aye! and who was that cursed 
scoundrel ? ' 

No answer. 
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* Who, quick, who ? ' 

' That man there ! ' pointing to Ealph. 

Tx>ud murmurs came from the people in 
the court. In the midst of them a woman 
was creating a commotion. She insisted on 
going out. She cried aloud that she would 
faint. It was Mrs. Garth again. The sheriff 
leaned over the table to ask if these questions 
concerned the inquiry, but Sim gave no time 
for protest. He never paused to think if his 
inquiries had any bearing on the issue. 

* And now tell the court your name.' 

* I have told it.' 

' Your true name, and your brother's.' 

Justice Hide looked steadily at the witness. 
He held an open book in his hand. 

' Your true name,' he said, repeating Sim's 
inquiry. 

' Mark Garth ! ' mumbled the witness. 

The judge appeared to expect that reply. 
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* And your brother's ? ' 
' Wilson Garth.' 

* Eemove the perjurer in charge.' 

Sim sank back exhausted, and lookea 
about him as one who had been newly 
awakened from a dream. 

The feeling among the spectators, as also 
among the jurors, wavered between sympathy 
for the accused and certainty of the truth of 
the accusation, when the sheriff was seen to 
step imeasily forward and hand a paper to 
counsel. Glancing hastily at the document, 
the lawyer rose with a smile of secure triumph 
and said that, circumstantial as the evidence 
on all essential points had hitherto been, he 
was now in a position to render it conclusive. 

Then handing the paper to Ealph, he asked 
him to say if he had ever seen it before. 
Ealph was overcome ; gasping as if for breath, 
he raised one hand involuntarily to his breast. 

VOL. III. H 
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* Tell the court how you came by the instru- 
ment in your hand/ 

There was no reply. Kalph had turned to 
Sim and was looking into his face with what 
appeared to be equal pity and contrition. 

The paper was worn and had clearly been 
much and long folded. It was charred at one 
comer as if at some moment it had narrowly 
escaped the flames, 

* My lords,' said counsel, ' this is the very 
warrant which the deceased Wilson carried 
from Carlisle for the arrest of the prisoner who 
now holds it ; this is the very warrant which 
has been missing since the night of the murder 
of Wilson ; and where, think you, my lords, it 
was found? It was found — you have heard 
how foolish be the wise — look now how child- 
ishly a cunning man can sometimes act, how 
blundering are clever rogues ! — ^it was found 
this morning on the defendant Bay's person 
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while he slept, in an inner breast-pocket, which 
was stitched up, and seemed to have been 
rarely used.' 

' That is direct proof,' said Justice Millet, 
with a glance at his brother on the bench. 
^ After this there can be no doubt in any 
mind.' 

^ Peradventure the prisoner can explain 
how he came by the document,' said Justice 
Hide. 

* Have you anything to say as to how you 
became possessed of it ? * 

' Nothing.' 

' Will you offer the court no explanation ? ' 

' None.' 

* Would the answer criminate you ? ' 
No reply. 

For Ealph the anguish of years was con- 
centrated in that moment. He might say 
where he was on the night of the murder, but 

h2 
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then he had Sim only for witness. He thought 
of Robbie Anderson — why was he not here ? 
But no, Eobbie was better away — he could 
only clear him of this guilt by involving his 
father. And what evidence would avail against 
the tangible witness of the warrant ? He had 
preserved that document with some vague hope 
of serving Sim, but here it was the serpent in 
the breast of both. 

* This old man,' he said — his altered tone 
startled the listeners — * this old man,' he said, 
pointing to Sim at his side, * is as innocent of 
the crime as the purest soul that stands before 

the white throne.' 

« 

* And what of yourself .? ' 

' As for me, as for me,' he added, struggling 
with the emotion that surged in his voice, ' in 
the sight of Him that searcheth all hearts I have 
acquittal. I have sought it long and with tears 
of Him before whom we are all as chaff.' 
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' Away with him, the blasphemer ! ' cried 
Justice Millet, * Know where you are, sir. 
This is an assembly of Christians. Dare you 
call God to acquit you of your barbarous 
crimes ? ' 

The people in the court took up the judge's 
word and broke out into a tempest of irre- 
pressible groans. They were the very people 
who had cheered a week ago. 

Sim cowered in a corner of the box, w4th 

his lank fingers in his long hair. 

Ealph looked calmly on. He was not to 
be shaken now. There was one way in which 
he could quell that clamour and turn it into a 
tumult of applause, but that way should not be 
taken. He could extricate himself by crimi- 
nating his dead father, but that he should never 
do. And had he not come to die ? Was not 
this the atonement he had meant to make ? It 
was right, it was right, and it was best. But 
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what of Sim — must he be the cause of Sim's 
death, also ? * This poor old man/ he repeated, 
when the popular clamour had subsided, * he is 
innocent.' 

Sim would have risen, but Ralph guessed his 
purpose and kept him to his seat. At the 
same moment Willy Eay among the people 
was seen struggling towards the witness-bar. 
Ralph guessed his purpose and checked him, 
too, with a look. Willy stood as one petrified. 
He saw only one of two men for the murderer 
—Ralph or his father. 

' Let us go together,' whispered Sim ; and in 
another moment the judge (Justice Millet) was 
summing up. He was brief ; the evidence of 
the woman Rushton and of the recovered 
warrant proved everything. The case was as 
clear as noonday. The jurors need not leave 
the box. 
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Without retiring, the jury found a verdict 
of guilty against both prisoners. 

The Crier made proclamation of silence, and 
the awful sentence of death was pronounced. 

It was remarked that Justice Hide muttered 
something about a * writ of error,' and that 
when he rose from the bench he motioned the 
sheriff to follow him. 
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CHAPTEK XUII. 



LOVE KNOWN AT LAST. 



Early next morning Willy Eay arrived at 
Shoulthwaite, splashed from head to foot, worn 
and torn. He had ridden hard from Carlisle, 
but not so fast but that two unwelcome 
visitors were less than half an hour's ride 
behind him. 

' Home again,' he said, in a dejected tone, 
throwing down his whip as he entered the 
kitchen, * yet home no longer.' \ 

Eotha struggled to speak. * Ealph, where 
is he ? Is he on the way ? ' These questions 
were on her lips, but a great gulp was in her 
throat, and not a word would come. 
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'Ealph's a dead man,' said Willy with 
affected deliberation, pushing off his long boots. 

Eotha fell back a pace, Willy glanced up 
at her. 

' As good as dead,' he added, perceiving 
that she had taken his words too literally. 

* Ah, well, it's over now, it's over ; and if 
you had a hand in it, girl, may God forgive 
you ! ' 

Willy said this with the air of a man who 
reconciles himself to an injury, and is per- 
suading his conscience that he pardons it. 

* Could you not give me something to eat ? ' he 
asked, after a pause. 

' Is that all you have to say to me ? ' said 
Eotha, in a voice as husky as the raven's. 

Willy glanced at h^ again. He felt a 
passing pang of remorse. 

* 

* I had forgotten, Eotha ; your father, he is 
in the same case with Ealph.' 
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Then he told her all ; told her in a simple 
way, such as he believed would appeal to what 
he thought her simple nature ; told her of the 
two trials and final conviction, and counselled 
her to bear her trouble with as stout a heart as 
might be. 

' It will be ended in a week,' he said, in 
closing his narrative ; * and then, heaven 
know^s what next/ 

Eotha stood speechless by the chair of the 
unconscious invalid, with a face more pale 
than ashes, and fingers clenched in front of 
her. 

' It comes as a shock to you, Botha, for you 
seemed somehow to love your poor father.' 

Still the girl was silent. Then Willy's sym- 
pathies, which had for two minutes been as 
unselfish as short-sighted, began to revolve 
afresh about his own sorrows. 

* I can scarce blame you for what you did,' 
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he said ; * no, I can scarce blame you, when I 
think of it. He was not your brother, as he 
was mine. You could know nothing of a 
brother's love ; no, you could know nothing of 
that/ 

' What is the love of a brother ? ' said 
Botha. 

Willy started at the unfamiliar voice. 

*Whai would be the love of a world of 
brothers to such as love as viine ? ' 

Then stepping with great glassy eyes to 
where Willy sat, the girl clutched him ner- 
vously and said, ' 1 loved him.' 

Willy looked up with wonder in his face. 

* Yes, 1 1 You talk of your love ; it is 
but a drop to the ocean I bear him ; it is but 
a grain to the desert of love in my heart that 
shall never, never blossom.' 

' Eotha ! ' cried Willy, in amazement. 

*Your love! Why look you, under the 
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wing of death — now that I may never hope to 
win him — ^I tell you that I love Ealph.' 

* Eotha 1 ' repeated Willy, rising to his 
feet. 

' Yes, and shall love him when the grass is 
over him, or me, or both I ' 

' Love him ? ' 

' To the last drop of my blood, to the last 
hour of my life, until Death's cold hand lies 
chill on this heart, until we stand together 
where God is, and all is love for ever and ever, 
I tell you I love him, and shall love him, as 
God Himself is my witness.' 

The girl glowed with passion. Her face 
quivered with emotion, and her upturned eyes 
were not more full of inspiration than of tears. 

Willy sank back into his seat with a feeling 
akin to awe. . 

^ Let it be so, Botha,' he said, a moment 
later ; * but Ealph is doomed. Your love is 
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barren; it comes too late. Remember what 
you once said, that death comes to all/ 

' But there is something higher than death 
and stronger,' cried Rotha, * or heaven itself is 
a lie and God a mockery. No, they shall not 
die, for they are innocent.' 

' Innocence is a poor shield from death. It 
was either father or Ealph,' replied Willy, * and 
for myself I care not which.' 

Then at a calmer moment he repeated to 
her afresh the evidence of the young woman 
Eushton, whom she and her father had housed 
at Fomside. 

* You are sure,' she said, ' fifty yards to the 
north of the bridge ? ' interrupted Rotha. 

' Sure,' said Willy ; * Ralph raised a ques- 
tion on the point, but they flung it aside with 
contempt.' 

' Robbie Anderson,' thought Rotha. ' What 
does Robbie know of this that he was for ever 
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saying the same in his delirium ? Something he 
must know. I shall run over to hijn at once.' 

But just then the two officers of the sherifl's 
court arrived again at Shoulthwaite, and signi- 
fied by various forms of freedom and familiar- 
ity that it was a part of their purpose to settle 
there until such time as judgment should have 
taken its course, and left them the duty of ap- 
propriating the estate of a felon in the name of 
the crown. 

* Come, young mistress, lead us up to our 
room, and mind you see smartly to that break- 
fast. Alack-a-day ! we're as hungry as hawks.' 

' You come to do hawks' business, sir,' said 
Rotha, ' in spoiling another's nest.' 

* Ha, ha, ha ! happy conceit, forsooth I But 
there's no need to glare at us like that, my 
sharp-witted wench. Come, lead on, but go 
slowly, there. This leg of mine has never 
mended, bating the scar, since yonder unlucky 
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big brother of yours tumbled me on the moun- 
tains.' 

' He's not my brother.' 
* Sweetheart, then, ey? Why, these pas- 
sages are as dark as the grave.' 

'I wish they were as silent, and as deep 
too, for those who enter them.' 

' Ay, what, Jonathan ? Grave, silent, 
deep — but then you would be buried with us, 
my prettie lassie.' 

'And what of that? Here's your room, 
sirs. Peradventure it will serve until you take 
every room.' 

'Remember the breakfast,' cried the little 
mail, after Botha's retreating figure. 'We're 

as hungry as — as ' 

'Hold your tongue, and come in, David. 
Brush the mud from your pantaloons, and 
leave the girl to herself.' 

' The brazen young noddle,' muttered David. 
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It was less than an hour later when Eotha, 
having got through her immediate duties, was 
hastening with all speed to Mattha Branth'et's 
cottage. In her hand, tightly grasped beneath 
her cloak, was a bunch of keys, and on her Ups 
were the words of the woman's evidence and of 
Eobbie's delirium. ' It was fifty yards to the 
north of the bridge.' 

This was her sole clue. What could she 
make of it ? 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 



THE CLUE DISCO\rERBD. 



An hour before Eotha left Shoulthwaite, 
Robbie Anderson was lying on a settle before 
the fire in the old weaver's kitchen. Mattha 
himself and his wife were abroad, but Liza had 
generously and courageously undertaken the 
task of attending to the needs of the convales- 
cent. 

' Where's all my hair gone ? ' asked Robbie, 
with a puzzled expression. He was rubbing 
his close-cropped head. 

Liza laughed roguishly. 

* Maybe it's fifty yards north of the bridge,' 
she said, with her head aside. 

VOL. III. I 
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Eobbie looked at her with blank amaze- 
ment. 

' Why, who told you that, Liza ? ' he said. 

'Told me what?' 

'Ey? That I' repeated Eobbie, no more 
explicit. 

' Foolish boy ! Didn't you tell us yourself 
fifty times ? ' 

' So I did. Did I though ? What am I 
saying ? When did I tell you ? ' 

Robbie's eyes were staring out of his head. 
His face, not too ruddy at first, was now as 
pale as ashes. 

Liza began to whimper. 

' Why do you look like that ? ' she said. 

'Look? Oh, ey, ey ! I'm a ruffian, that's 
what I am. Never mind, lass.' 

Robbie's eyes regained their accustomed 
expression, and his features, which had been 
drawn down, returned to their natural pro- 
portions. 
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Liza's face underwent a corresponding 
change. 

' Eobbie, have you " downed " him — ^that 
Garth?' 

'EyP' 

The glaring eyes were coming back. Liza, 
ftightened again, began once more to whimper 
prettily. 

' I didn't mean to flayte you, Liza,' Robbie 
said coaxingly. 

' You're a fair coax when you want some- 
thing,' said Liza, trying to disengage herself 
from the grasp of Robbie's arm about her 
waist. He might be an invalid, Liza thought, 
but he was wonderfully strong, and he was 
holding her shockingly tight. What was the 
good of struggling ? 

Robbie snatched a kiss. 

* Oh you — oh you — oh ! oh ! If I had 
known that you were so wicked — oh I ' 

I 2 



o > 



ii6 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

* Forgive me, forgive me, forgive me, or I 
will never let you go, never/ cried Eobbie. 

Never ? liza felt that she must forgive this 
tyrant, 

' WeU, if youll loosen this arm 111— I'll 
try.' 

* Liza, how much do you love me ? ' 
inquired Eobbie. 

* Did you speak to me ? 

* Oh, no, to crusty old 'Becca down the road. 
How much do you love me ? ' 

Bobbie's passion was curiously mathe- 
matical. 

' Me ? How much ? About as much as 
you might put in your eye.' 

Eobbie pretended to look deeply depressed. 
He dropped his head, but kept, nevertheless, 
an artful look out of the comer of the eye 
which was alleged to be the measure of his 
sweetheart's affection. 
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Thinking herself no longer under the fire of 
Eobbie's glances, Liza's aflfectation of stem 
disdain melted into a look of tenderness. 

Eobbie jerked his head up sharply. The 
little woman was caught. She revenged herself 
by assuming a haughty coldness. 

But it was of no use. Eobbie laughed and 
crowed and bantered. 

At this juncture Mattha Branth'et came into 
the cottage. 

The weaver was obviously in a state of pro- 
found agitation. He had just had a ' fratch ' 
with the Quaker preachers on the subject of 
election. 

* I rub't 'm t' wrang way o' t' hair,' said 
the old man, * when I axt 'em what for they 
were going aboot preaching if it were all 
settled aforehand who was to be damned and 
who was to be saved. "Ye'r a child of the 
devil," says one. " Mebbee so," says I, " and I 
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dimnet know if the devil iver had any other 
relations ; but if so, mebbee yersel's his awn 
couzin." ' 

It was hard on Matthew that, after 
upholding Quakerism for years against the 
sneers of the Eeverend Nicholas Stevens, he 
should be thus disowned and discredited by 
the brotherhood itself 

* Tut, theer's six o'tean an' hofe a duzzen of 
t' tudder,' said the old sage, dismissing the 
rival theologians from his mind for ever. 

' Oh, Eobbie, lad,' said Matthew, as if by a 
sudden thought, ' John Jackson met Willy Ray 
coming frae Carhsle, and what think ye hes 
happent ? ' 

' Nay, what ? ' said Eobbie, turning pale 
again. 

' Ealph Eay and Sim Stagg are condemned 
to' ;death for t' murder of auld Wilson.' 

Eobbie leapt to his ieet. 
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' The devil ] ' 

' Come, dunnet ye tak on like the Quakers/ 
said Matthew. 

Eobbie had caught up his coat and hat. 

* Why, where are you going ? ' said Liza. 

* Going ? Aye ? Going ? ' 

' Yes, where ? you're too weak to go any- 
where. You'll have another fever.' 

A light waggon was running on the road 
outside. Eeuben Thwaite was driving. 

Eobbie rushed to the door, and hailed him. 

' Going off with thread again, Eeuben ? ' 

' That's reets on't,' answered the little man. 

* Let me in with you ? ' 

And Eobbie climbed into the cart. 
Mattha got up and went out in the road. 

The two men had hardly got clear away 
when Eotha entered the cottage all but 
breathless. 
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' Eobbie, where is he ? ' 

' Gone, just gone,* not above two minutes,* 
replied liza, still whimpering, 

' Where ? ' 

' I scarce know — to Penrith, I think. There 
was no keeping him back. When father came 
in and told him what had happened at Carlisle 
he flung away, and would not be hindered. 
He has gone off in Eeuben's waggon.' 

'Which way?' 

' They took the low road/ 

' Then I've missed them,' said Eotha, sink- 
ing into a chair in a listless attitude. 

' And he's as weak as water, and he'll take 
another fever, as I told him, and ramble on 
same as ' 

'liza,' interrupted Eotha, 'did you ever 
tell him — ^in play I mean — did you ever 
repeat anything he had said when he was 
unconscious ? ' 
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' Not that about his mammy ? ' 
' No, no ; but anything else ? ' 
' I mind I told him what he said over and 
over again about his fiutch with that Garth.' 

* Nothing else?' 

' Why, yes, now I think on't. I mind, toq, 
that I told him he was always running on it 
that something was fifty yards north of the 
bridge, and he could swear it, swear it in 
hea ' 

'What did he say to ihat^' asked Eotha 
eagerly. 

' Say ! he said nothing, but he glowered at 
me till I thought sure he was oflf again.' 

*l8 that all?' 

' All what, Eotha ? ' 

* They said in evidence that Ealph — ^it was 
a lie, remember — they said that Wilson was 
killed fifty yards to the north of the bridge. 
Now his body was found as far to the south of 
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it. Bobbie knows something. I hoped to 
learn what he knows; but oh, everything is 
against me — everything, everything.' 

Eising hastily, she added, * Perhaps Eobbie 
has gone to Carlisle. I must be off, Liza/ 

In another moment she was hurrying up 
the road. 



Taking the high path, the girl came upon 
the Quaker preachers, surrounded by a knot 
of villagers. To avoid them she turned up an 
unfrequented angle of the road. There, in the 
recess of a gate, unseen by the worshippers, 
but commanding a view of them, and within 
hearing of all that was sung and said, stood 
Garth, the blacksmith. He wore his leathern 
apron thrown over one shoulder. This was 
the hour of mid-day rest. He had not caught 
the sound of Eotha's Hght footstep as she 
came up beside him. He was leaning over 



THE CLUE DISCOVERED. 123 

the gate and listeniog intently. There was 
more intelligence and also more tenderness in 
his face than Eotha had observed before. 

She paused, and seemed prompted to a 
nearer approach, but for the moment she held 
back. The worshippers began to sing a simple 
Quaker hymn. It spoke of pardon and peace— 

< Though your sins be red as scarlet, 
He shall wash them white as wool.' 

Garth seemed to be touched. His hard 
face softened ; his lips parted, and his eyes 
began to swim. 

When the singing ceased, he repeated the 
refrain beneath his breath. 'What if one 
could but think it ? ' he muttered, and dropped 
his head into his hands. 

Eotha stepped up and tapped his shoulder. 

* Mr. Garth,' she said. 

He started, and then struggled to hide his 
discomposure. There was only one way in 
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which, a man of his temperalnent and resource 
could hope to do it — ^he snarled. 

* What do you want with me ? ' 

*It was a beautiful hymn,' said Kotha, 
ignoring his question. 

' Do you think so ? ' he growled, and turned 
his head away. 

',What if one could but think it?* she 
said, as if speaking as much to herself as to 
him. 

Garth faced about, and looked at her with 
a scowl. 

The girl's eyes were as meek as an angel's. 

'It's what I was thinking mysel', that is,' 
he mumbled after a pause ; then added aloud 
with an access of irritation, 

* Think what .^; 

' That there is pardon for us all, no matter 
what our sins — pardon and peace. ^ 
' Humph ! ' 
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* It is beautiful — religion is very beautiful, 
Mr. Garth/ 

The blacksmith forced a short laughs 

* You'd best go and hire yourself to tiae 
Quakers. They would welcome a woman 
preacher, no doubt.' 

She would have bartered away years of 
her life at this instant for one glimpse of what 
was going on in that man's heart. If she had 
found corruption there, sin and crime, she 
would have thanked God for it as for manna 
from above. 

Eotha clutched the keys beneath her cloak 
and subdued her anger. 

* You scarce seem yourself to-day, Mr. 
Garth,' she said- 

* AU the better,' he replied, with a mock- 
ing laugh. ' I've heard that they say my own 
sel' is a bad sel'.* 

The words were hardly off his lips when he 



126 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME, 

turned again sharply and faced Eotha with an 
inquiring look. He had reminded himself of 
a common piece of his mother's counsel ; but 
in the first flash of recollection it had almost 
appeared to him that the words had been 
Botha's, not his. 

The girl's face was as tender as a 
Madonna's. 

'Maybe I am a little bit out of sorts 
to-day; maybe so. I've felt daizt this last 
week end ; I have somehow.' 

Eotha left him a minute afterwards. Con- 
tinuing her journey, she drew the bunch of 
keys from under her cloak and examined 
thefn. 

They were the same that she had found 
attached to Wilson's trunk on the night of 
her own and Mrs. Garth's visit to the deserted 
cottage at Fornside. There were perhaps 
twenty keys in all, but two only bore any signs 
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of recent or frequent use. One of these was 
marked with a cross scratched roughly on the 
flat of the ring. The other had a piece of 
white tape wrapped about the shaft. The 
rest of the keys were worn red with thick 
encrustation of rust. And now, by the power 
of love, this girl with the face of an angel in 
its sweetness and simphcity — this girl, usually 
as tremulous as a linnet, was about to do what 
a callous man might shrink from 

She followed the packhorse road beyond 
the lonnin that turned up to Shoulthwaite, 
and stopped at the gate of the cottage that 
stood by the smithy near the bridge. Without 
wavering for an instant, without the quivering 
of a single muscle, she opened the gate and 
walked up to the door. 

' Mrs. Garth,' she called. 

A young girl came out. She was a neigh- 
bour's daughter. 
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'Why, she's away, Eotha, Mistxess Garth 
is,' said the little lassie. 

' Away, Bessy ? ' said Eotha, entering the 
house and seating herself. 'Do you know 
where she's gone ? ' 

' Nay, that I don't ; but she told mother 
she'd be away three or four days.' 

'So you're minding house for her,' said 
Eotha vacantly, her eyes meantime busily 
traversing the kitchen ; they came back to the 
little housekeeper's face in a twinkling. 

'Deary me, what a pretty ribbon that is 
in your hair, Bessy. Do you know it makes 
you quite smart. But it wants just a little bow 
like this — there, there.' 

The guileless child blushed and smiled, and 
sidled slily up to where she could catch a 
sidelong glance at herself in a scratched 
mirror that hung against the wall. 

' Tut, Bessy, you should go and kneel on 
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the river bank just below, and look at yourself 
in the still water. Go, lass, and come back 
and tell me what you think now/ 

The little maiden's vanity prompted her to 
go, but her pride urged her to remain, lest 
Eotha should think her too vain. Pride con - 
quered, and Bessy hung down her pretty head 
and smiled. Eotha turned wearily about and 
said, ' I'm very thirsty, and I can't bear that 
well water of Mrs. Garth's.' 

' Why, she's not got a well, Eotha.' 

'Hasn't she? Now, do you know, I 
thought she had, but it must be 'Becca Eudd's 
well I'm thinking of.' 

Bessy stepped outside for a moment, and 
came back with a basin of water in her hand. 

' What sort of water is this, Bessy — river 
water ? ' said Eotha languidly, with eyes riveted 
on an oak chest that stood at one side of the 
kitchen. 

VOL. III. K 
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' Oh, no ; spring water/ said the little 
one, with many protestations of her shaking 
head. 

' Now, do you know, Bessy — you'll think it 
strange, won't you ? — do you know, I never 
care for spring water.' 

' I'll get you a cup of milk,' said Bessy. 

' No, no ; it's river water / like. Just shp 
away and get me a cup of it, there's a fine lass, 
and 111 show you how to tie the ribbon for 
yourself.' 

The little one tripped off. Vanity reminded 
her that she could kill two birds with one 
stone. Instantly she had gone Kotha rose to 
her feet and drew out the keys. Taking the 
one with the tape on it, she stepped to the oak 
chest and tried it on the padlock that hung in 
front of it. No; that was not the lock it 
fitted. There was a comer cupboard that hung 
above the chest. But, no ; neither had the 
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cupboard the lock which fitted the key in 
Eotha's hand. 

There was a bedroom leading out of the 
kitchen. Eotha entered it and looked around. 
A linen trunk, a bed, and a chair were all that 
it contained. She went upstairs. There were 
two bedrooms there, but no chest, box, cabinet, 
cupboard, not anything having a lock which a 
key like this might fit. 

Bessy would be back soon. Eotha returned 
to the kitchen. She went again into the ad- 
joining bedroom. Yes, under the bed was a 
trunk, a massive plated trunk. She tried to 
move it, but it would not stir. She went down 
on her knees to examine it. It had two pad- 
locks, but neither suited the key. Back to the 
kitchen, she sat down half- bewildered and 
looked around. 

At that instant the little one came in, with 

k2 
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a dimple in her rosy cheeks and a cup of water 
in her hand. 

Eotha took the water and tried to drink. 

She was defeated once more. She put the 
keys into her pocket. Was she ever to be one 
step nearer the heart of this mystery ? 

She rose wearily and walked out, forgetting 
to show the trick of the bow to the little house- 
keeper, who stood with a rueful pout in the 
middle of the floor. 

. There was one thing left to do ; with this 
other key, the key marked with a cross, she 
could open Wilson's trunk iu her fathers cot- 
tage, look at the papers, and perhaps discover 
wherein lay their interest for Mrs. Garth. But 
first she must examine the two places in the 
road referred to in the evidence at the trial. 

In order to do this at once, Eotha turned 
towards Smeathwaite when she left the black- 
smith's cottage, and walked to the bridge. 
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The river ran in a low bed, and was crossed 

« 

by the road at a sharp angle. Hence the bridge 
lay almost out of the sight of persons walking 
towards it. 

Fifty yards to the north of it was the spot 
where the woman Eushton said she saw the 
murder. Fifty yards to the south of it was 
the spot where the body was picked up next 
morning. 

Rotha had reached the bridge, and was 
turning the angle of the road, when she drew 
hastily back. Stepping behind a bush for 
further concealment, she waited. Some one 
was appro^iching. It was Mrs. Garth. The 
woman walked on until she came to within 
fifty paces of where Eotha stood. Then she 
stopped. The girl observed her movements, 
herself unseen. 

Mrs. Garth looked about her to the north 
and south of the road and across the fields on 
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either hand. Then she stepped into the dyke 
and prodded the ground for some yards and 
kicked the stones that lay there. 

Eotha's breath came and went like a 
tempest. 

Mrs. Garth stooped to look closely at a 
huge stone that lay by the highway. Then she 
picked up a smaller stone and seemed to rub it 
on the larger one, as if she wished to remove a 
scratch or stain. 

Eotha was sure now. 

Mrs. Garth stood on the very spot where 
the crime was said to have been committed. 
This woman, then, and her son were,at the heart 
of the mystery. It was even as she had thought. 

Eotha could hear the beat of her own heart. 
She plunged from behind the bush one step 

into the road. Then she drew back. 

The day was cold but dry, and Mrs. Garth 
heard the step in front of her. She came 
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walking on with apparent unconcern. Eotha 
thought of her father and Ralph condemned to 
die as innocent men. 

The truth that would set them free lay with 
seething dregs of falsehood at the bottom of 
this woman's heart. It should come up ; it 
should come up. 

When Mrs. Garth had reached the bridge 
Eotha stepped out and confronted her. The 
woman gave a little start and then a short, 
forced titter. 

* Deary me, lass, ye mak a ghost of yer- 
sel', coming and going sa sudden.' 

*And you make ghosts of other people.' 
Then, without a moment's warning, Eotha 
looked close into her eyes and said, 'Who 
killed James Wilson ? Tell me quick, quick.' 

Mrs. Garth flinched, and for the instant 
looked confused. 

* Tell me, woman> tell me ; who killed him 
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there — there where you've been beating the 
ground to conceal the remaining traces of a 
struggle ? ' 

' Go off and ask thy father,' said Mrs. 
Garth, recovering herself ; and then she added, 
with a sneer, ^ but mind thou'rt quick, or he'll 
never tell thee in this world.' 

*Nor will you tell me in the next. 
Woman, woman ! ' cried Eotha, in another 
tone, 'woman! have you any bowels? You 
have no heart, I know ; but can you stand by 
and be the death of two men who have never, 
never done you wrong ? 

Eotha clutched Mrs. Garth's dress in the 
agony of her appeal. 

*You have a son, too. Think of him 
standing where they stand, an innocent man.' 

Eotha had dropped to her knees in the 
road, still clinging to Mrs. Garth's dress. 

' What's all this to me, girl ^ Let go yer 
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hod, do you hear? Will ye let go? What 
wad I know about Wilson — nowt.' 

' It's a lie,' cried Eotha, starting to her 
feet. * What were you doing in his room at 
Fornside ? ' 

' Tush, maybe I was only seeking that fine 
father of thine. Let go your hod, do you 
hear ? Let go, or I'll— I'll ' 

Eotha had dropped the woman's dress and 
grasped her shoulders. In another instant the 
slight pale-faced girl had pulled this brawny 
woman to her knees. They were close to the 
parapet of the bridge, and it was but a few 
inches high. 

' As sure as God's in heaven,' cried Eotha 
with panting breath and flaming eyes, 'I'll 
fling you into this river if you utter that lie 
again. Woman, give me the truth ! Cast away 
these falsehoods, that would blast the souls of 
the damned in hell ' 
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' Get off. Wilta not ? Nay, then, but I'll 
mak thee and quick.' 

The struggle was short. The girl was flung . 
aside into the road. 

Mrs. Garth rose from her knees with a 
bitter smile on her Ups. ' I mak na doubt 'at 
thou wouldn't be ower keen to try the same 
agen,' she said, going off. ' Go thy ways to 
Doomsdale, my lass, and ax yer next batch of 
questions there. I've just coom't frae it mysel', 
do you know ? * 

Late the same evening, as the weary sun 
went down behind the smithy, Eotha hastened 
from the cottage at JFornside back to the house 
on the Moss at Shoulthwaite. She had a bundle 
of papers beneath her cloak, and the light of 
hope in her face. 

The clue was found. 
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CHAPTEE XLV. 

THE CONDEMNED IN DOOMSDALE. 

When Ealph, accompanied by Sim, arrived at 
Carlisle and surrendered himself to the high 
sheriff, Wilfrey Lawson, he was at once taken 
before the magistrates, and, after a brief exami- 
nation, was ordered to wait his trial at the 
forthcoming assizes. He was then committed 
to the common gaol, which stood in the ruins of 
the old convent of Black Friars. The cell he 
occupied was shared by two other prisoners — a 
man and a woman. It was a room of small 
dimensions, down a small flight of steps from 
the courtyard, noisome to the only two senses 
to which it appealed — gloomy and cold. It 
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was entered from a passage in an outer cell, 
and the doors to both were narrow, without so 
much as the ventilation of an eye- hole, strongly 
bound with iron, and double locked. The floor 
was the bare earth, and there was no furniture 
except such as the prisoners themselves pro- 
vided. A little window near to the ceiling 
admitted all the light and air and discharged 
all the foul vapour that found entrance and 
egress. 

The prisoners boarded themselves. For an 
impost of 75. per week, an under-gaoler under- 
took to provide food for Ralph and to lend him 
a mattress. His companions in this wretched 
plight were a miserable pair who were sus- 
pected of a barbarous and unnatural murder. 
They had been paramours, and their victim had 
been the woman's husband. Once and again 
they had been before the judges, and though 
none doubted their guilt, they had been sent 
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back to await more conclusive or more circum- 
stantial evidence. Whatever might hitherto 
have been the ardour of their guilty passion, 
their confinement together in this foul cell had 
resulted in a mutual loathing. Within the 
narrow limits of these walls neither seemed 
able to support the barest contact with the 
other. They glared at each other in the dim 
light with ghoul-like eyes, and at night they 
lay down at opposite sides of the floor on* 
bundles of straw for beds. This straw having 
served them in their poverty for weeks and 
even months, had fermented and become filthy 

and damp. 

Such was the place and such the society in 
which Ealph spent the seven days between the 
day on which he surrendered and that on 
which he was indicted for treason. 

The little window looked out into the 
streets, and once or twice daily Simeon Stagg, 
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who discovered the locahty of Ealph's confiue- 
ment, came and exchanged some words of what 
were meant for solace with his friend. It was 
small comfort Ealph found in the daily sight of 
the poor fellow's sorrowful face ; but perhaps 
Ealph's own brighter countenance and cheerier 
tone did something for the comforter himself. 

Though the two unhappy felons were made 
free of the spacious courtyard for an hour 
every day, the like privilege was not granted 
to Ealph, who was kept close prisoner and, 
except on the morning of his trial, was even 
denied water for washing and cleansing. 

When he was first to appear before the 
judges of assize, this prisoner of State, who 
had voluntarily surrendered himself after many 
unsuccessful efforts at capturing him, was bound 
hand and foot. On the hearing of his case 
being adjourned, he was taken back to the cell 
which he had previously shared ; but whether 
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* he felt that the unhappy company was more 
than he could any longer support, or whether 
the foul atmosphere of the stinking room 
seemed the more .noisome from the comparative 
respite of a crowded court, he determined to 
endure the place no longer. He asked to be 
permitted to write to the governor of the city. 
The request was not granted. Then, hailing 
Sim from the street, he procured by his 
assistance a bundle of straw and a candle. The 
straw, clean and sweet, he exchanged with his 
fellow-prisoners for that which had served 
them for beds. Then, gathering the rotten 
stuff into a heap in the middle of the floor, he 
put a light to it and stirred it into a fire. This 
was done partly to clear the foul atmosphere, 
which was so heavy and dank as to gather into 
beads of moisture on the walls, and partly to 
awaken the sluggish interest of the head-gaoler, 
whose rooms, as Ealph had learned, were 
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situated immediately above this cell. The 
former part of the artifice failed (the filthy 
straw engendered as much stench as it dis- 
sipated), but the latter part of it succeeded 
efiectually. The smoke found its way where 
the reeking vapour which was natural to the 
cell could not penetrate. 

Ralph was removed forthwith to the outer 
room. But for the improvement in his lodg- 
ings he was punished indirectly. Poor Sim 
had dislocated a bar of the window in pushing 
the straw into Ealph's hands, and for this 
ofience he was apprehended and charged with 
prison-breaking. Four days later the paltry 
subterfuge was abandoned, as we know, for a 
more serious indictment. Ealph's new abode 
was brighter and warmer than the old one, 
and had no other occupant. Here he passed 
the second week of his confinement. The 
stone walls of this cell had a melancholy in- 
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terest. They were carved over nearly every 
available inch with figures (ff men, birds, and 
animals — cut, no doubt, by the former priso- 
ners to beguile the weary hours. 

In these quarters life was at least toler- 
able ; but tenancy of bo habitable a place was 
not long to be Ealph's portion. 

When the trial for murder had ended in 
condemnation, Ealph and Sim were removed 
from the bar, not to the common gaol from 
whence they came, but to the castle, and were 
there committed to a pestilential dungeon 
under the keep. This dungeon was known as 
Doomsdale. It was indeed a * seminary of every 
vice and of every disease.' Many a lean and 
yellow culprit, it was said, had carried up from 
its reeking floor into the court an atmosphere 
of pestilence which avenged him on his ac- 
cusers. Some aflSrmed that none who ever 
entered it came out and lived. The access to 
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it was down a long flight of winding stairs, and 
through a cleft hewn out of the bare rock on 
which the castl^^ stood. It was wet with the 
waters that oozed out of countless fissures and 
came up from the floor and stood there in 
pools of mire that were ankle deep. 

Ealph was scarcely the man tamely to en- 
dure a horrible den like this. Once again he 
demanded to see the governor, but was denied 
that justice. 

As a prisoner condemned to die, he, with 
Sim, was allowed to attend service daily in the 
chapel of the castle. The first morning of his 
imprisonment in this place he availed himself 
of the privilege. Crossing the castle green 
towards the chapel he attempted to approach 
the governor's quarters, but the guard inter- 
])Osed. Throughout the service he was watch- 
ful of any opportunity that might arise, but 
none appeared. At the close he was being 
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taken back to Doprasdale, side by side with his 
companion, when he saw the chaplain, in his 
surplice, crossing the green to his rooms. 
Then, at a sudden impulse, Ealph pushed aside 
the guard, and, tapping the clergyman on the 
shoulder, called on him to stop and listen. 

' We are condemned men,' he said, ' and, if 
the law takes its course, in six days we are to 
die ; but in less time than that we will be dead 
already if they keep us in that hell on earth.' 

The chaplain stared at Ealph's face with a 
look compounded equally of amazement and 
fear. 

* Take him away,* he cried nervously to the 
guard, who had now regained possession of 
their prisoner. 

*You are a minister of the gospel/ said 
Ralph. 

*Your servant/ said the clergyman, with 
mock humility. 

Id 
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' My servant, indeed/ saici Ealph ; * my ser- 
vant before God, yet beware of hypocrisy! 
You are a Christian minister, and you read in 
your Bible of the man who was cast into a 
lion's den, and of the three men who were 
thrown into the fiery fiimace. But what den 
of lions was ever so deadly as this, where no 
fire would burn in the pestilential air ? ' 

' He is mad,' cried the chaplain, sidling off; 
*look at his eyes.' The guard were making 
futile efforts to hurry Ealph away, but he 
shouted again, in a voice that echoed through 
the court : 

'You are a Christian minister, and your 
Master sent his disciples over all the e:irth 
without purse or scrip, but you He here in 
luxury while we die there in disease. Look to 
it, man, look to it ! A reckoning day is at 
hand as sure as the same God is over 
us aU!' 
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* The man is mad and murderous,' cried 
the affrighted chdplain. ' Take him away.' 

Not waiting for his order to be executed, 
the spick-and-span wearer of the unsoiled sur- 
pUce disappeared into one of the side rooms ol 
the court. 

This extraordinary scene might have 
resulted in a yet more rigorous treatment o* 
the prisoners, but it produced the opposite 
effect. Within the same hour Ealph and 
Sim were removed from Doomsdale and im 
prisoned in a room high up in the Donjon 
tower. 

Their new abode was in every way more 
tolerable than the old one. It had no fire, and 
it enjoyed the questionable benefit of being 
constantly filled with nearly all the smoke of 
every fire beneath it. The dense clouds 
escaped in part through a hole in the wall 
where a stone had been distiurbed. This 
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aperture also served the less desirable purpose 
of admitting the rain and the wind. 

Here the days were passed. They were 
few and short. Doomsdale itself could not 
have made them long. 

With his long, streaky hair hanging wild 
about his temples, Sim sat hour after hour on a 
low bench beneath the window, crying at 
intervals that God would not let them die. 
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CHAPTEK XLVI. 
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It was Thursday when they were condemned, 
and the sentence was to be carried into effect 
on the Thursday following. Saturday, Sunday, 
and Monday passed by without any event of 
consequence. On Tuesday the under-gaoler 
opened the door of their prison, and the sheriff 
entered. Ealph stepped out face to face with 
him. Sim crept closer into the shadow. 

* The King's warrant has arrived,' he said 
abruptly. 

' And is this all you come to tell us ? ' said 
Ealph, no less curtly. 
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' Eay, there is no love between you and me, 
and we need dissemble none/ 

* And no hate — at least, on my part,' Ealph 
added. 

'I had good earnest of your affections,' 
answered the sheriff with a sneer ; ' five years' 
imprisonment/ Then waving his hand with a 
gesture indicative of impatience, he continued : 

* Let that be as it may. I come to talk of 
other matters.' 

Resting on a bench, he added: 

' When the trial closed on Thursday, Justice 
Hide, who showed you more favour than 
seemed to some persons of credit to be meet 
and seemly, beckoned me to the ante-chamber. 
There he explained that the evidence against 
you being mainly circumstantial, the sentence 
might perchance, by the leniency of the King, 
be commuted to one of imprisonment for life. 

A cold smile passed over Ealph's face. 
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* But this great mercy — whereof I would 
counsel you to cherish no certain hope — would 
depend upon your being able and willing to 
render an account of how you came by the 
document — the warrant for your own arrest — 
which was found upon your person. Furnish 
a credible story of how you came to be pos- 
sessed of that instrument, and it may occur — 
I say it may occur — that by our Sovereign's 
grace and favour this sentence of death can yet 
be put aside.' 

Sim had risen to his feet in obvious excite- 
ment. 

Kalph calmly shook his head. 

* I neither will nor can,' he said emphati- 
cally. 

Sim sank back into his seat. 

A look of surprise in the sheriff' 's face 
quickly gave way to a look of content and 
satisfaction. 
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' We know each other of old, and I say 
there is no love between us/ he observed, ' but 
it is by no doing of mine that you are here. 
Nevertheless, your response to this merciful 
tender shows but too plainly how well you 
merit your position.' 

' It took you five days to bring it — this 
merciful tender, as you term it,' said Ealph. 

' The King is now at Newcastle, and there 
at this moment is also Justice Hide, in whom, 
had you been an innocent man, you must have 
found an earnest sponsor. I bid you good- 
day.' 

The sherifi* rose, and, bowing to the prisoner 
with a ridiculous afiectation of mingled de- 
ference and superiority, he stepped to the 
door. 

* Stop,' said Ealph : ' you say we know 
each other of old. That is false I To this 
hour you have never known, nor do you know 
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now, why I stand here condemned to die, and 
doomed by a harder fate to take the Hfe of this 
innocent old man. You have never known 
me : no, nor yourself neither — never ! But you 
shall know both before you leave this room. 
Sit down.' 

* I have no time to waste in idle disputa- 
tion,' said the sheriff, testily ; but he sat down, 
nevertheless, at his prisoner's bidding, as meekly 
as if the positions had been reversed. 

* That scar across your brow,' said Ealph, 
' you have carried since the day I have now to 
speak of.' 

' You know it well,' said the sheriff, bitterly. 
* You have cause to know it.' 

' I have,' Ealph answered. 

After a pause, in which he was catching the 
thread of a story half forgotten, he continued : 
' You said I supplanted you in your captaincy. 
Perhaps so ; perhaps not. God will judge 
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between us. You went over to the Koyalist 
camp, and you were among the garrison that 
had reduced this very castle. The troops of the 
Parliament came up one day and summoned 
you to surrender. The only answer your 
general gave us was to order the tunnel guns 
to fire on the white flag. It went down. We 
lay entrenched about you for six days. Then 
you sent out a despatch assuring us that your 
garrison was well prepared for a siege, and that 
nothing would prevail with you to open your 
gates. That was a lie ! ' 

'Well?' 

' Your general lied ; the man who carried 
your general's despatch was a liar too, but he 
told the truth for a bribe.' 

'Ah! then the saints, were not above 
warming the palm ? ' 

* He assured our commander we might 
expect a mutiny in your city if we continued 
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before it one day longer ; that your castle was 
garrisoned only by a handful of horse and two 
raw, undisciplined regiments of militia ; that 
even from these desertions occurred hourly, and 
that some of your companies were left with 
only a score of men. This was at night, and 
we were under an order to break up next 
morning. That order was countermanded. 
Your messenger was sent back the richer by 
twenty pounds.' 

* How does this concern me ? ' asked the 
sheriff. 

* You shall hear. I had been on the out- 
posts that night, and returning to the camp I 
surprised two men robbing, beating, and, as I 
thought, murdering a third. One of the 
vagabonds escaped undetected, but with a blow 
from the butt of my musket which he will carry 
to his grave. -The other I thrashed on the spot. 
He was the bailiff Scroope whom you put up to 
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witness against me. Their victim was tiie 
messenger from the Castle, and he was James 
Wilson, otherwise Wilson Garth. You know 
this? No? Then listen. Eumour of his 
treachery, and of the price he had been paid 
for it, had already been bruited abroad, and 
the two scoundrels had gone out to waylay and 
rob him. He was lamed in the struggle and 
faint from loss of blood. I took him back and 
bound up his wound. He limped to the end 
of his life.' . 

' Still I fail to see how this touches myself,' 
interrupted the sheriff. 

* Eeally ? I shall show you. Next morning, 
under cover of a thick fog, we besieged the city. 
We got beneath your guns and against your 
gates before we were seen. Then a company 
of horse came out to us. You were there. 
You remember it ? Yes ? At one moment we 
came within four yards. I saw you struck 
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down and reel out of the saddle. " This man," 
I thought, " believes in his heart that I did him 
a grievous wrong. I shall now do him a 
signal service, though he never hear of it until 
the Judgment Day." I dismounted, lifted you 
up, bound a kerchief about your head, and was 
about to replace you on your horse. At that 
instant a musket-shot struck the poor beast, and 
it fell dead. At the same instant one of our 
own men fell, and his riderless horse was 
prancing away. I caught it, thxew you on to 
its back, turned its head towards the castle, and 
drove it hard among your troops. Do you 
know what happened next ? ' 

' Happened next . . . ' repeated the sheriff 
mechanically, with astonishment written on 
every feature of his face. 

' No, you were insensible,' continued Ealph. 
*At that luckless moment the drum beat to 
arms in a regiment of foot behind us. The 
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horse knew the call and answered it. Wheel- 
ing about, it carried you into the heart of our 
own camp. There you were known, tried as a 
deserter, and imprisoned. Perhaps it was 
natural that you should ^et down your ill- 
fortune to me.' 

The sheriflTs eyes were riveted on Ralph's 
face, and for a time he seemed incapable of 
speech. 

' Is this truth ? ' he asked at length. 

' God's truth,' Ralph answered. 

* 

' The kerchief — what colour was it ? ' 

' Yellow.' 

' Any name or mark on it ? I have it to 
this day.' 

* None — Wait ; there was a rose pricked 
out in worsted on one corner.' 

The sheriff got up, with lips compressed 
and wide eyes. He made for the door, and 
pulled at it with wasted violence. It was 
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opened from the other side by the under-gaoler. 
and the sheriff rushed out. 

Without turning to the right or left, he 
went direct to the common gaol. There, in 
the cell which Ealph had occupied between the 
first trial and the second one, Mark Garth, the 
perjurer, lay imprisoned. 

' You hell-hound,' cried the sheriff, grasping 
him by the hair and dragging him into the 
middle of the floor. ' I have found out your 
devilish treachery,' he said, speaking between 
gusts of breath. ' Did you not tell me that it 
was Eay who struck me this blow — this (beat- 
ing with his palm the scar on his brow) ? It 
was a lie — a damned lie ! ' 

* It was,' said the man, glaring back with 
eyes afire with fury. 

'And did you not say it was Eay who 
carried me into their camp — an insensible 
prisoner ? ' 

TOL. 111. M 
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' That was a lie also/ the man gasped, 
never struggling to release himself from the 
grip that held him on the floor. 

,' And did you not set me on to compass 
the death of this man but for whom I should 
now myself be dead ? ' 

*You speak with marvellous accuracy, 
Master Lawson/ returned the perjurer. 

The sheriff looked down at him for a 
moment, and then flung him away. 

' Man, man ! do you know what you have 
done ? ' he cried in an altered tone. ' You 
have charged my soul with your loathsome 
crime.' 

The perjurer curled his lip. 

* It was / who gave you that blow,' he 
said, with a cruel smile, pointing with his 
thin finger at the sherifi^s forehead. It was 
false. 

' You devil ! ' cried the sheriff, ' and .you 
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have killed the man who saved your brother's 
life, and consorted with one of two who would 
have been his murderers.' 

* I was myself the second,' said the man, 
with fiendish calmness. It was the truth. * I 
carry the proof of it here,' he added, touching 
a place at the back of his head where the hair, 
being shorn away, disclosed a deep mark. 

The sheriff staggered back with frenzied 
eyes and dilated nostrils. His breast heaved ; 
he seemed unable to catch his breath. 

The man looked at him with a mocking 
smile struggling over clenched teeth. As if a 
reptile had crossed his path, Wilfrey Lawson 
turned about and passed out without another 
word. 

He returned to the castle and ajscended the 
Donjon tower. 

' Tell me how you became possessed of 
the warrant,' he said. * Tell me, I beg of you, 

M 2 
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for my soul's sake as well as for your life's 
sake.' 

Ealph shook his head. 

' It is not even yet too late. I shall take 
horse instantly for Newcastle.' 

Sim had crept up, and, standing behind 
Ralph, was plucking at his jerkin. 

Balph turned about and looked wistfully 
into the old man's face. For an instant his 
purpose wavered. 

*For the love of God,' cried the sherifl", 
' for your own life's sake, for this poor man's 
sake, by all that is near and dear to both, I 
charge you, if you are an innocent man, give 
me the means to prove you such.' 

But again Ralph shook his head. 

* Then you are* resolved to die ? * 

* Yes ! But for my old friend here — save 
him if you will and can.' 
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' You will give me no word as to the 
warrant ? ' 

' None.' 

' Then all is over.' 

But going at once to the stables in the 
courtyard, he called to a stableman : 

' Saddle a horse and bring it round to my 
quarters in half an hour.' 

In less time than that Wilfrey Lawson was 
riding hard towards Newcastle. 
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CHAPTER XLVn. 

THE BLACK CAMEL AT THE GATE, 

Next morning, after Eotha's struggle with 
Mrs. Garth at the bridge, the rumour passed 
through Wythburn that the plague was in the 
district. Since the advent of the new preachers 
ihe people had seen the dreaded scourge 
dangUng from the sleeve of every stranger 
who came from the fearsome world without. 
They had watched for the fatal symptoms: 
they had waited for them : they had invited 
them. Every breeze seemed to be freighted 
with the plague wind ; every harmless ailment 
seemed to be the epidemic itself. 

Not faith in the will of God ; not belief in 
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destiny; not fortitude or fatalism; not un- 
selfishness or devil-may-care indifference, had 
saved the people from the haunting dread of 
being mown down by the unseen and insidious 
foe. 

And now in very truth the plague seemed 
to have reached their doors. It was at the 
cottage by the smithy. Eumour said* that Mrs 
Garth had brought it with her from Carlisle, 
but it was her son who was stricken down. 

The blacksmith had returned home soon 
after Eotha left him. His mother was there, 
and she talked to him of what she had heard 
of the plague. This was in order to divert 
his attention froto the subject that she knew 
to be uppermost in his thoughts — ^the trial, and 
what had come of it. She succeeded but too 
well. 

Garth hstened in silence, and then slunk 
doggedly to the smithy. 
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' I'm scarce well enough for work to-day/ 
lie said, coming back in half an hour. 

His mother drew the settle to the fire, and 
fixed the cushions that he might lie and rest. 

But no rest was to be his. He went back 
to the anvil and worked till the perspiration 
dripped fi-om his forehead. Then he returned 
to the hoiflse. 

'My mouth is parched to-day, somehow,' 
he said ; * did you say a parched mouth was a 
sign?' 

' Shaf, lad, thou'rt hot wi' thy wark.' 

Garth went back once more to the smithy^ 
and, writhing under the torture of suspense, he 
worked until the very clothes he wore were 
moist to the surface. Then he went into the 
house again. 

*How my brain throbs,' he said; 'surely 
you said the throbbing brain was a sign, 
mother ; and my brain does throb/ 
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* Tut, tut, it's nobbut some maggot thou's 
gitten intil it.' • 

*My pulse, too, it gallops, mother. You 
said the galloping pulse was a sign. Don't say 
you did not. I'm sure of it, I'm sure of it ; 
and my pulse gallops. I could bear the 
parched mouth and the throbbing brain if this 
pulse did not run so fast.' 

'Get away wi' thee, thou dummel heed. 
What faggot has got hold on thy fancy now ? ' 

There was only the swollen gland wanted 
to make the dread symptoms complete. 

Garth went back to the anvil once more* 
His eyes rolled in his head. They grew as 
red as the iron that he was welding. He 
swore at the boy who helped him, and struck 
him fiercely. He shouted frantically, and 
flung away the hammer at every third blow. 
The boy slunk off, and went home affrighted. 
At a sudden impulse, Garth tore away the 
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shirt from his breast, and thrust his left hand 
beneath his right arra. Witt that the suspense 
was ended. A mood of the deepest sadness 
and dejection supervened. Shuddering in 
every limb beneath all his perspiration, the 
blacksmith returned for the last time to the 
house. 

' I wouldn't mind the parched mouth and 
the throbbing brain; no, nor the galloping 
pulse, mother; but oh, mother, mother, the 
gland it's swelled; ey, ey, it's swelled. I'm 
doomed, I'm doomed. No use saying no. I'm 
a dead man, that's the truth, that's the truth, 
mother.' 

And then the disease, whether plague or 
other fever, passed its fiery hand over the 
throbbing brain of the blacksmith, and he was 
put to bed raving. 

Little Betsy, like the boy in the smithy, 
stole away to her own home with ghastly 
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Stores of the blacksinitli's illness and deli- 
rium. 

At first the neighbours came to inquire, 
prompted partly by curiosity but mainly by 
fear. Mrs. Garth shut the door and refused to 
open it to any comers. 

To enforce seclusion was not long a ne- 
cessity. Desertion was soon the portion of the 
Garths, mother and son. More swift than a bad 
name passed the terrible conviction among the 
people at Wythburn that at last, at long last, 
the plague, the plague itself, was in their midst. 

The smithy cottage stood by the bridge, 
and to reach the market town by the road it 
was necessary to pass it within five yards. 
Pitiful, indeed, were the artifices to escape con- 
tagion resorted to by some who professed the 
largest faith in the will of God. They con- 
demned themselves to imprisonment within 
their own houses, or abandoned their visits to 
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Gaskarth, or made a circuit of a mile across 
the breast of a* hill in order to avoid coming 
within range of the proscribed dwelling. 

After three days of rumour and surmise, 
there was not a soul in the district would go 
within fifty yards of the house that was believed 
to hold the pestilence. No doctor approached 
it, for none had been summoned. The people 
who brought provisions left them in the road 
outside, and hailed the inmates. Mrs. Garth 
sat alone with her stricken son, and if there 
had been eyes to see her there in her solitude 
and desolation, perhaps the woman who seemed 
hard as flint to the world was softening in her 
sorrow. When the delirium passed away, and 
Garth lay conscious, but still feverish, his 
mother was bewailing their desertion. 

' None come nigh to us, Joey ; none come 
nigh. That's what the worth of neighbours is, 
my lad. They'd leave us to die, both on us ; 
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they'd leave us alone to die, and none wad 
come nigh.' 

* Alone, mother! Did you say alone?' 
asked Garth. 'We're not alone, mother. 
Someone has come nigh to us.' 

Mrs. Garth looked up amazed, and half 
turned in her seat to glance watchfully around. 

' Mother,' said Garth, ' did you ever pray ? ' 

' Hod thy tongue, lad, hod thy tongue,' said 
Mrs. Garth, with a whimper. 

'Did you ever pray, mother.?' repeated 
Garth, his red eyes aflame and his voice crack- 
ing in his throat. 

' Whisht, Joey, whisht ! ' 

' Mother, we've not hved over well, you 
and I ; but maybe God would forgive us after 
all.' 

' Hod thy tongue, my lad ; do, now, do.' 

Mrs. Garth fumbled with the bed-clothes, 
and tucked them about the sufferer. 
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Her son turned his face full upon hers, and 
their eyes met. 

' Dunnet look at me like that/ she said, 
trying to escape his gaze. ' What's comin' 
ower thee, my lad, that thou looks so, and 
talks soP' 

* What's coming over me, mother? Shall 
I tell thee ? It's Death that's coming over me, 
that's what it is, mother — Death ! ' 

* Dunnet say that, Joey.' 

The old woman threw her apron over her 
head and sobbed. 

Garth looked at her with never a tear in 
his wide eyes. 

' Mother,' said the poor fellow again in his 
weak, cracked voice, ^Mother, did you ever 
pray ? ' 

Mrs. Garth uncovered her head. Her fur- 
rowed face was wet. She rocked herself and 
moaned. 
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' Ey, lad, I mind that I did when I was a 
wee bit of a girl. I had rosy cheeks then, and 
my own auld mother wad kiss me then. Ey, 
it's true. We went to church on a Sunday 
mornin' and all the bells ringin'. Ey, I mind 
that, but it's a wa' wa' ofF, my lad, it's a wa' 
wa'off.' 

The day was gaunt and dreary. Towards 
nightfall the wind arose, and sometimes its 
dismal wail seemed to run around the house. 
The river, too, now swollen and turbulent, that 
flowed beneath the neighboming bridge, added 
its voice of lamentation as it wandered on and 
on to the ocean far away. 

In the blacksmith's cottage another wan- 
derer was journeying yet faster to a more dis- 
tant ocean. The darkness closed in. Garth 
was tossing on his bed. His mother was 
rocking herself at his side. All else was still. 
Then a step was heard on the shingle 
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without, and a knock came to the door. The 
blacksmith struggled to lift his head and listen. 
Mrs. Garth paused in her rocking and ceased 
to moan. 

' Who ever is it ? ' whispered Garth. 

* Let them stay where they are, whoever it 
be,' his mother mumbled, never shifting from 
her seat. 

The knock came again. 

' Nay, mother, nay ; it is too late to ' 

He had said no more when the latch was 
lifted, and Eotha Stagg walked into the room. 

'I've come to help to nurse you, if you 
please,' she said, addressing the sick man. 

Garth looked steadily at her for a moment, 
every feature quivering. Shame, fear, horror — 
any sentiment but welcome — was written on his 
face. Then he struggled to twist his poor 
helples.9 body away ; his head, at least, he 
turned from her to the wall. 
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' It wad look better of folk if they'd wait 
till they're axt/ muttered Mrs. Garth, with 
downcast eyes. 

BfOtha unpinned the shawls that had 
wrapped her from the cold and threw them 
over a chair. She stirred the fire and made it 
burn brightly ; there was no other light in the 
room. The counterpane, which had been 
dragged away in the restlessness of the sufierer, 
she spread afresh. Eeaching over the bed she 
raised the sick man's head tenderly on her arm 
while she beat out his pillow. Never once did 
he lift his eyes to hers. 

Mrs. Garth still rocked herself in her seat. 
' Folks should wait till they're wanted,' she 
mumbled again, but the words broke down 
into a stifled sob. 

Eotha ht a candle that stood at hand, went 
to the cupboard in the corner of the adjoining 
kitchen and took out a jar of barley; then 
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to the hearth and took up a saucepan. In 
two minutes she was boiling something on the 
fire. 

Mrs. Garth was following every movement 
with watchful eyes. 

Presently the girl came to the bedside again 
widi a basin in her hand. 

' Take a little of this, Mr. Garth/ she said. 
' Your' mouth is parched.' 

' How did you know that ? ' he muttered, 
lifting his eyes at last. - 

She made no reply, but held her cool hand 
to his burning forehead. He motioned to her 
to draw it away. She did so. 

' It's not safe — it's not safe for you, girl,' he 
said in his thin whisper, his breath coming and 
going between every word. 

She smiled, put back her hand and brushed 
the dank hair from his moist brow. 

Mrs. Garth got up from her seat by the 
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bedside and hobbled to the fire. There she 
sat on a low stool, and threw her apron over 
her head. 

Again raising the blacksmith from his 
pillow, Botha put a spoonful of barley-water 
to his withered lips. He was more docile than 
a child now, and let her have her will. 

For a moment he looked at her with 
melancholy eyes, and then, shifting his gaze, 
he said : 

* You had troubles enow of your own, 
Eotha, without coming to share ours: — mother's 
and mine.' 

' Yes,' she answered, and a shadow crossed 
the cheerful face. 

' Will they banish him ? ' he said with 
quick-coming breath. * Mother says so ; will 
they banish him from the country ? * 

' Yes, perhaps ; but it will be to another 
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and a better country,' said Eotha, and dropped 
her head. 

Garth glanced inquiringly into her face. 
His mother shifted on her stool. 

' How, how ? ' he said, nervously clutching 
at the bed-clothes. 

' Why do you bother him, girl ? ' said Mrs. 
Garth, turning about. ' Best thee, my lad, rest 
thee still.' 

' Mother,' said Garth, drawing back his 
head, but never shifting the determination of 
his gaze from Eotha's face, *what does she 
mean ? ' 

* Hand thy tongue, Joey.' 

' What does she mean, mother "i ' 

' Whisht ! Never heed folks that meddle 
afore they're axt.' 

Mrs. Garth spoke peevishly, rose from her 
seat, and walked between Eotha and the 
bed. 
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Garth's wide eyes were still riveted on the 
girl's face. 

' Never mind that she's not asked,' he said ; 

« 

' but what does she mean, mother ? What lie 
is it that she .comes to tell us ? ' 

' No lie, Mr. Garth,' said Eotha, with tear- 
ful eyes. ' Ralph and father are condemned to 
die, and they are innocent.' 

' Tush 1 get away wi' thee,' mumbled Mrs. 
Garth, brushing the girl aside with her elbow. 

The blacksmith glared at her, and seemed 
to gasp for breath. 

* It i^ a lie — mother, tell her it i^ a lie.' 

* God knows it is not,' cried Eotha passion- 
ately. 

' Say I believed it,' said Garth, rising con- 
vulsively on one elbow, with a ghastly stare ; 
' say I believed that the idiots had condemned 
them to death for a crime they never com- 
mitted — never ; say I believed it — but it's a lie. 
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that's what it is. Girl, girl, how can you 
come with a lie on your lips to a poor dying 
man ? Cruel ! cruel ! Have you no pity, none, 
for a wretched dying man F ' 

The tears rolled down Eotha's cheeks. 
Mrs. Garth returned to her stool, and rocked 
herself and moaned. 

The blacksmith glared from one to the 
other, the sweat standing in heavy beads on his 
forehead. 

Then an awful scream burst from his lips. 
His face was horribly distorted. 

'It is true,* he cried, and fell back and 
rolled on the bed. 

All that night the fiery hand lay on the 
blacksmith's brain, and he tossed in a wild 
delirium. 

The wind's wail ran roimd the house, and 
the voice of that brother wanderer, the river 
beneath the bridge, crept over the silence when 
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the sufferer lay quiet and the wind was 
still. 

No candle was now lighted, but the fire en 
the hearth burnt bright. Mrs. Garth sat before 
It, hardly once glancing up. 

Again and again her son cried to her with 
the yearning cry of a little child. At such 
times ihe old woman would shrink within her- 
self, and moan and cower over the fire, and 
smoke a little black pipe. 

Hour after hour the blacksmith rolled in 
his bed in a madness too terrible to record. 
The memory of his blasphemies seemed to 
come back upon him in his raving, and add 
fresh agony to his despair. 

A naked soul stood face to face with the last 
reality, battling, meantime, with an unseen foe. 
There was to be no jugglery now. 

Oh ! that awful night, that void night, that 
night of the wind's wail and the dismal moan 
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of the wandering river, and the frequent cry of 
a poor, miserable, desolate, despairing nakecj 
soul ! Had its black wings settled for ever over 
all the earth ? 

No. The dawn came at last. Its faint 
3treak of light crept lazily in at the curtainless 
window. 

Then Garth raised himself in his bed. 

' Give me paper — paper and a pen — quick, 
quick ! ' he cried. 

* What would you write, Joe ? ' said Eotha. 

' I want to write to him — to Ealph — ^Ealph 
Eay,' he said, in a voice quite unlike his 
own. 

Eotha ran to the chest in the kitchen and 
opened it. In a side shelf pens were there and 
paper too. She came back, and put them 
before the sick man. 

But he was unconscious of what she had 
done. 
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She looked into his face. His eyes seemed 
not to see. 

' The paper and pen ! ' he cried again, yet 
more eagerly. 

She put the quill into his hand and spread 
the paper before him. 

* What writing is this/ he cried, pointing to 
the white sheet ; * this writing in red ? ' 

* Where?' 

' Here — everywhere.* 

The pen dropped from his nerveless fingers. 

' To think they will take a dying man ! ' he 
said. * You would scarce think they could 
have the heart, these people. You would 
st*arce think it, would you ? ' he said, lifting his 
poor glassy eyes to Rotha's face. 

' Perhaps they don't know,' she answered 
soothingly, and tried to replace him on his 
pillow. 
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' That's true,' he muttered ; * perhaps they 
don't know how ill I am.' 

At that instant he caught sight of his 
mother's ill-shapen figure cowering over the 
fire. Clutching Eotha's arm with one hand, he 
pointed at his mother with the other, and said, 
with an access of strength, 

' I've found her out ; I've found her out.' 

Then he laughed till it seemed to Eotha 
that the blood stood still in her heart. 

When the full flood of daylight streamed 
into the little room, Garth had sunk into a 
deep sleep. 
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CHAPTER XLVin. 

*OUT, OUT, BRIEF CANDLE.' 

As the clock struck eight Rotha drew her 
shawls about her shoulders and hurried up 
the road. 

At the turning of the lonnin to Shoul- 
thwaite she met Willy Bay. * I was coming to 
meet you/ he said, approaching. 

* Come no closer,' said Rotha, thrusting out 
the palm of one hand ; * you know where I've 
been — there, that is near enough.' 

* Nonsense, Rotha ! ' said Willy, stepping 
up to her and putting a hand on her arm. 
There was confidence in the touch. 

' To-morrow is the day,' Willy added, in 
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to her was unsolvable, and the puzzle was still 
printed on her face. Drawing the girl aside, 
she said in a grating whisper : 

* Tell me, do ye think it's reet what the 
lad says?' 

' About Balph and father ? ' asked Eotha. 

* Tush ! about hisseV. Do ye think he'll 
die?' 

Rotha dropped her head. 

' Tell me : do ye think so ? ' 

Eotha was still silent. Mrs. Garth looked 
searchingly into her face, and in answer to 
the unuttered reply, she whispered vehe- 
mently : 

'It's a lie. He'll be back at his anvil 
to-morrow. Why do you come wi' yer pale 
face to me? Crying? What's it for — 
tell me ? ' 

And the old woman shook the girl roughly 
by the shoulders 
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Eotha made no response. The puzzled 
expression on Mrs. Garth's face deepened at 
that instant, but as she turned aside she 
muttered again, with every accent of determi- 
nation : 

* He'll be back at his anvil to-morrow, that 
he will.' 

The blacksmith awoke as serene as a child. 
When he looked at Eotha his hard, drawn face 
softened to the poor semblance of a smile. 
Then a shadow crossed it, and once more he 
turned his head to the wall. 

And now to Eotha the hours went by 
with flying feet. Every hour of them was as 
precious to her as her heart's blood. How 
few were the hours till morning ? The thing 
which above all she came here to do was not 
being done. A dull dead misery seemed to 
sit cold on her soul. 

Eotha tended the sufferei with anxious 
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caxe, and when the fitful sleep slid over him, 
she sat motionless with folded hands, and 
gazed through the window. All was still, 
sombre, chill, and dreary. The wind had 
slackened ; the river ran smoother. In a field 
across the valley a woman was picking potatoes. 
No other human creature was visible. 

Thus the hours wore on. At one moment 
Garth awoke with a troubled look, and glanced 
watchfully around. His mother was sitting in 
her accustomed seat, apparently asleep. He 
clutched at Eotha's gown, and made a motion 
to her to come closer. She did so, a poor 
breath of hope fluttering in her breast. But 
just then Mrs. Garth shifted in her seat, and 
faced about towards them. The blacksmith 
drew back his hand, and dropped his half-hfted 
head. 

Towards noon Mrs. Garth got up and left the 
bedroom. Her son had appeared to be asleep, 
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but he was alert to every moyeinent. Agaia 
he plucked Eotha's gown, and essayed to speak. 
But Mrs. Garth returned in a moment, and not 
a word was said. 

Eotha's spirits flagged. It was as though 
she were crawling hour after hour towards a 
gleam of hope that fled farther and farther 
away. 

The darkness was gathering in, yet nothing 
was done. Then the clock struck four, and 
Eotha drew on her shawl once more, and 
walked to the bridge. 

Willy was there, a saddled horse by his 
side. 

* You look jaded and out of heart, Eotha,' 
he said. 

*Can you stay four hours longer?' she 
asked. 

. ' Until eight o'clock ? It will make the 
pight ride cold and long,' he answered. 

VOIi. III. o 
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* True, but you can stay until eight, can yoU 
not?' 

' You know why I go. God knows it is not 
to be present at that last scene of all— that will 
be soon after daybreak.' 

* You want to see him again. Yes ; but 
stay until eight o'clock. I would not make an 
idle request, Willy. No, not at a solemn hour 
like this/ 

' I shall stay,' he said. 

The girl's grief- worn face left no doubt in 
his mind of her purpose. They parted. 

When Eotha re entered the sickroom a 
candle was burning on a table by the bedside. 
Mrs. Garth still crouched before the fire. The 
blacksmith was awake. As he hfted his eyes 
to Rotha's face the girl saw that they wore the 
same watchful and troubled expression as 
before. 

* Shall I read to you, Mr. Garth ^ ' she asked, 
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taking down from a shelf near tlie refters a big 
leather-bound book. It was a Bible, dust- 
covered and with rusty clasps, which had lain 
untouched for years. 

'Eotha.' said Garth, ' read to me where it 
tells of sins that are as scarlet being washed 
whiter nor wool.' 

The girl found the place. She read aloud 
in the rich soft voice that was like the sigh of 
the wind through the long grass. The words 
might have brought solace to another man. 
The girls voice might have rested on the ear as 
a cool hand rests on a throbbing brow. But 
neither words nor voice brought peace to Garth. 
His soul seemed to heave like a sea lashed by a 
storm. 

At length he reached out a feeble hand and 
touched the hand of the girl. 

' I have a sin that is red as scarlet,' he said. 
But before he could say more, bis mother had 
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roused herself and turned to him with what 
Eotha perceived to be a look of warning. 

It was plainly evident that but for Mrs. 
Garth the blacksmith would make that con- 
fession which she wished above all else to hearv 

Then Eotha read again. She read of the 
prodigal son, and of Him w^ho w^ould not 
condemn the woman that was a sinner. It w^as 
a solemn and terrible moment. The fathomless 
depths of the girl's voice, breaking once and 
again to a low wail, then rising to a piercing 
cry, went with the words themselves like an 
arrow to the heart of the dying man. Still no 
peace came to him. Chill was the inmost 
chamber of his soul ; no fire w^as kindled there. 
His face was veiled in a troubled seriousness 
when, at a pause in the reading, he said : 

' There can be no rest for me, Eotha, till I 
tell you something that lies like iron at my 
heart.' 
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* Whisht thee, lad ; whisht thee and sleep. 
Thou'rt safe to be well to-morrow/ said Mrs, 
Garth in a peevish whimper. 
^ ' Mother, mother/ cried Garth, aloud in 

a piteous tone of appeal and remonstrance, 
'when, when will you see me as I am? * 

' Tush, lad, thou'rt mending fast. Thou'rt 
safe to be at thy fire to-morrow.' 

' Ey, mother,' replied the blacksmith, lifting 
himself feebly and glaring at her now with a 
fierce light in his eyes, ' eh, mother, but it will 
be the everlasting fire if I'm to die with this 
black sin heavy on my soul.' 

In spite of her self-deception, the woman's 
inind had long been busy with its own secret 
agony, and at these words from her son the 
rigid wrinkles of her face relaxed, and she 
turned her head once more aside. 

Eotha felt that the moment had at length 
arrived. She must speak now or never. The 
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one hope for two innocent men who were to 
die as soon as the world woke again to daylight 
lay in this moment* 

* Mr. Garth/ she began falteringly, ' if^ a 
sin lies heavy on your soul, it is better to tell 
God of it and cast yourself on the mercy of 
pur Heavenly Father/ 

Gathering strength, the girl continued : ' And 
if it is a dark secret that touches others than 
yourself — if others may suffer, or are suffering, 
from it even now — if this is so, I pray of you, 
as you hope for that Divine mercy, confess it 
now, confess it before it is too late — fling it 
forth from your stifled heart — do not bury its 
dead body there, and leave it to be revealed 
only at that judgment when every human deed, 
be it never so secret, shall be stripped naked 
before the Lord, that retribution may be 
measured out for ever and ever/ 

Eotha had risen to her feet, and was leaning 
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over the bed with one hand in an attitude of 
acutest pain, convulsively clutching the hand of 
the blacksmith. 

^ ' 0, I implore you,' she continued, * speak 
out what is in your heart for your own sake, 
as well as the sake of others. Do not lose 
these precious moments. Be true ! be true at 
last ! at last ! Then let it be with you as God 
shall order. Do not carry this sin to the 
eternal judgment. Blessed, a thousand times 
blessed, will be the outpouring of a contrite 
heart. God will hear it.' 

Garth looked into the girl's inspired face. 

' I don't see my way clearly,' he said. * I'm 
same as a man that gropes nigh midway through 
yon passage underground at Legberthwaite. 
The light behind me grows dimmer, dimmer, 
dimmer, and not yet comes the gleam of the 
light in front. I'm not at the darkest ; no, I'm 
not.' 
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'A guest is knocking at your heart, Mr. 
Garth. Will you open to him?' Then, in 
another tone, bhe added : ' To-morrow at day- 
break two men will die in Carlisle — my father 
and Ealph Kay — and they are innocent ! ' 

' Ey, it's true,' said the blacksmith, break- 
ing down at length* 

Then, struggling once more to lift himself 
in bed, he cried : 

' Mother, tell her / did it, and not Ealph. 
Tell them all that it was I myself who did it. 
Tell them I was driven to it, as God is my 
judge; 

The old woman jumped up and, putting 
her face close to her son's, she whispered : 
' Thou madman ! What wadsta say ? ' 
' Mother, dear mother, my mother,' he 
cried, ' think of what you would do ; think of 
me standing, as I must soon stand — ^very soon 
— ^before God's face with this black crime on 
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my soul. Let me cast it off from me for ever. 
Do not tempt me to hide it ! Eotha, pray 
with her ; pray that she will not let me stand 
before God thus miserably burthened, thus red 
as scarlet with a foul, foul sin ! ' 

Garth's breath was coming and going like 
a tempest. It was a terrible moment. Eotha 
flung herself on her knees. She had not been 
used to pray, but the words gushed from her. 

'Dear Father in heaven/ she prayed, 
' soften the hearts of all of us here in this 
solemn hour. Let us remember our everlast- 
ing souls. Let us not barter them for the poor 
comforts of this brief life. Father, Thou readest 
all hearts. No secret so secret, none so closely 
hidden from all men's eyes, but Thou seest it 
and canst touch it with a finger of fire. Help 
us here to reveal our sins to Thee. If we have 
sinned deeply, forgive us in Thy heavenly 
mercy ; in Thy infinite goodness grant us peace. 



202 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

Let Thy angel hover over us even now, even 
now, now/ 

And the angel of the Lord was indeed with 
them in that little cottage among the desolate 
hills. 

Eotha rose up and turned to Garth. 

' Under the shadow of death/ she said, ' tell 
me, I implore you, how and when you com- 
mitted the crime for which father and Ralph 
are condemned to die to-morrow.' 

Mrs. Garth had returned once more to her 
seat. The blacksmith's strength was failing 
him. His , agitation had nigh exhausted him. 
Tears were now in his eyes, and when he 
spoke in a feeble whisper, a sob was in his 
throat. 

' He was my father,' he said, ' God forgive 
me — ^Wilson was my father — and he left us to 
starve, mother and me — and when he came 
back to us here we thought Ealph Kay had 
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brought him to rob us of the little that we 
had; 

'God forgive me, too,' said Mrs. Garth, 
' but that was wrong.' 

' Wrong ? ' inquired the blacksmith. 

' Ey, it came out at the trial,' muttered his 
mother. 

Garth seemed overcome by a fresh flood of 
feeling. Eotha lifted a basin of barley-water 
to his lips. 

* Yes, yes ; but how was it done — 
how?' 

' He did not die where they tljrew him — 
Ealph — Angus — whoever it was — ^he got up 
some while after and staggered to this house — 
he S(iid Eay had thrown him and he was hurt — 
Eay. that was all. He wanted to come in and 
rest, but I flung the door in his face and he 
fell. Then he got up and shrieked out some- 
thing — it was something against myself — he 
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culled ine a bastard, that's the fact. Then it 
w IS as if a hand behind me pushed me on. I 
opened the door and struck him. I didn't 
know that I had a haniraer in my hand, but I 
had. He fell dead.' 

' Well, well, what next .? ' 

' Nothing — yes — late the same night I car- 
ried him back to where I thought he had come 
from — and that's all ! ' 

The little strength Garth had left was well-- 
nigh spent. 

' Would you «ign a paper saying this ? ' 
asked Eotha, bending over him. 

' Ey, if there would be any good in it.' 

'It might save the lives of father and 
Ralph ; but your mother would need to witness 
it.' 

'She will do that for me,' said Garth 
feebly. 'It will be the last thing I'll ask of 
her. She will go herself and witness it.' 
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'Ey, ey,' sobbed the broken woman, who 
rocked herself before the firo. 

Eotha took the pen and paper, and wrote, 
in a hand that betrayed her emotion ; — 

' This is to say that I, Joseph Garth, being 
near my end, yet knowing well the nature of. 
my act, do confess to having committed the 
crime of killing the man known as James Wil- 
son, for whose death Ealph Eay and Simeon 
Stagg stand condemned.' 

*Can you sign it now, Joe?' asked Eotha, 
as tenderly as eagerly. 

Garth nodded assent. He was lifted to a 
sitting position. Eotha spread the paper be- 
fore him, and then supported him from behind 
with her arms. 

He took the pen in his graspless hand, and 
essayed to write. Oh the agony of that effort ! 
How every futile stroke of that pen went to the 
girl's heart hke a stab of remorse ! The name 
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was signed at length, and in some soiTy fashion. 
The dying man was restored to his pillow. 

Peace carae to him there and then. 

The clock struck eight. 

Eotha hurried out of the house and down 
the road to the bridge. The moon had just 
broken over a ridge of black cloud. It was 
bitterly cold. 

Willy Eay stood with his horse at the 
appointed place. 

* How agitated you are, Eotha ; you tremble 
like an- aspen,' he said. ' And where are your 
shawls? ' 

' Look at this paper,' she said. ' You can 
scarce see to read it here ; but it is a confession. 
It states that it was poor Joe Garth who com- 
mitted the murder for which father and Ealph 

are condemned to die at daybreak.' 

•/ 

' At last ! Thank God ! ' exclaimed Willy. 
' Take it — ^put it in your breast — keep it 



^OUT, OUT, BRIEF CANDLE} 207 

safe as you value your eternal soul — ride to 
Carlisle as fast as your horse will carry you, 
and place it instantly before the sheriff.' 

' Is it signed ? ' 

'Yes.' 

' And witnessed ? ' 

' The witness will follow in person — a few 
hours — a very few — and she will be with you 
there.' 

* Eotha, God has put it into your heart to 
do this thing, and He has given you more than 
the strength of a strong man ! ' 

' In how many hours might one ride to 
Carlisle at the fastest — in the night and in a 
cart ? ' asked the girl eagerly. 

' Five, perhaps, if one knew every inch of 
the way.' 

' Then, before you set out, drive round to 
Armboth, and ask Mr. Jackson to bring his 
waggon across to this bridge at midnight. 
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Let him not say " No " as he hopes for his sal* 
vation ! And now, good-bye again, and God 
speed you on your journey ! ' 

Willy carried a cloak over his arm. He 
was throwing it across Botha's unprotected 
shoulders. 

' No, no,' she said, ' you need it yourself. I 
shall be back in a minute.' 

And she was gone almost before he was 
aware. 

Willy was turning away when he heard 
a step behind. It was the Eeverend Nicholas 
Stevens, lantern in hand, lighting himself home 
from a coming-of-age celebration at Smeath- 
waite. As he approached, Willy stepped up to 
him, 

' Stop,' cried the parson, ' was she who 
parted from you but now the daughter of the 
man Simeon Stagg ? ' 

* The same,' Willy answered. 



OUT, OUT, BRIEF CANDLE} 209 

* And she comes from the home of the in- 
fected blacksmith ? ' 

' She is there again, even now/ said Willy. 
^ I thought you might wish to take the solace 
of religion to a dying man — Garth is dying.' 

^ Back — away — do not touch me — let me 
pass/ whispered the parson, in an accent of 
dread, shrinking meantime from the murder- 
ous stab of the cloak which Willy carried over 
his arm. 

Rotha was in the cottage once again almost 
before she had been missed. 

Joe was dozing fitfully. His mother was 
sighing and whimpering in turns. Her wrinkled 
face, no longer rigid, was a distressing spec- 
tacle. When ErOtha came close to her she 
whispered : 

' The lad was wrang, but I dare not have 
telt 'im so. Yon man were none of a father to 
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Joe, though he were my husband, mair's the 

pity.' 

Then getting up, glnncing nervously at her 
son, lifting a knife from the table, creeping to 
the side of the bed and ripping a hole in the 
ticking, she drew out a soiled and crumpled 
paper. 

' Look you, lass, I took this frae the man's 
trunk when he lodged wi' yer father and yersel' 
at Fomside.' 

It was a copy of the register of Joe's birth, 
shewing that he was the son of a father un- 
known. 

'I knew he must have it. He always 
threatened that he'd get it. He wad have made 
mischief wi' it somehow.' 

Mrs. Garth spoke in whispers, but her voice 
broke her son's restless sleep. Garth was sink- 
ing fast, but he looked ' quieter when his eyes 
opened again. 

*1 think God has forgiven me my great 
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crime/ he said, calmly, ' for the sake of the 
merciful Saviour, who would not condemn the 
woman that was a sinner/ 

Then he crooned over the Quaker hymn — 

* Though your pins be red as scailet, 
He shall wash them white as wool.' 

Infinitely touching was it to hear his poor 
feeble, broken voice spend its last strength so. 

' Sing to me, Eotha,' he said, pausing for 
breath. 

' Yes, Joe. What shall I sing ? ' 

' Sing '' Lord, my God," ' he answered. 
And then, over the murmuring voice of the 
river, above the low wail of the rising wind, 
the girl's sweet, solemn voice, deep with tender- 
ness and tears, sang the simple old hymn— 

Lord, my God, 

A broken heart 

Is all my pui t : 
Spare not Thy rod, 

That I may prove 

Therein Thy love. 

f2 
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^ Ey, ey/ repeated Garth ; ' a broken heart 
is all my part.' 

Very tremulous was the voice of the singer 
as she sang — 

Lord, my God, 

Or ere I die, 

And silent lie 
Beneath the sod, 

Do Thou make whole 

This bruised soul^ 

*This bruised soul,' murmured the black- 
smith. 

Rotha had stopped, and buried her face in 
her hands. 

' There's another verse, Botha ; there's 
another verse.' 

But the singer could sing no more. Thea 
the dying man himself sang in his feeble voice, 
and with panting breath — 

Dear Lord, my God — 

Weary and worn, 

Bleeding and torn — 
Spare now Thy rod. 

Sorely distressed— 

Lord, g^ve me rest. 
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There was a bright light in his eyes. And 
surely victory was his at last. The burden 
was cast off for ever. 

' Lord, give me rest,' he murmured again, 
and the tongue that uttered the prayer spoke 
no more. 

Eotha took his hand. His pulse sank — 
slower, slower, slower. His end was like the 
going out of a lamp — down, down, down — 
then a fitful flicker — and then — 

Death, the merciful meditator ; Death, the 
Just Judge ; Death, the righter of the wronged ; 
Death was here — here ! 

Mrs. Garth's grief was uncontrollable. The 
hard woman was as nerveless as a baby now. 
Yet it was not at first that she would accept 
the evidence of her senses. Eeaching over 
the bed, she half raised the body in her 
arms. 

* Why, he's dead, my boy he's dead ! ' she 
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cried. ' Tell me he's not dead, though he lies 
8a still/ 

Eotha drew her away, and stooping she 
kissed the cold wasted whitened lips. 

At midnight a covered cart drove up to the 
cottage by the smithy. John Jackson was on 
the seat outside. Eotha and Mrs. Garth got 
into it. Then they started away. 

As they crossed the bridge and turned the 
angle of the road that shut out the sight of the 
darkened house they had left, the two women 
turned their heads towards it and their hearts 
sank within them as they thought of hinx 
whom they left behind. Then they wept to- 
gether. 



PEACE, PEACE, AND REST. 21$ 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

PEACE, PEACE, AND BEST. 

I\ Carlisle the time of the end was drawing 
near. Throughout the death-day of the black- 
smith at Wythburn the two men who were to 
die for his crime on the morrow, sat together 
in their cell in the Donjon tower. 

Ealph was as calm as before, and yet more 
cheerful. The time of atonement was at hand. 
The ransom was about to be paid. To break 
the hard fate of a life, of many lives, he had 
come to die, and death was here ! 

Bent and feeble, white as his smock, and 
with staring eyes, Sim continued to protest that 
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God would not let them die at this time and 
in this place. 

' If He does,' he said, ' then it is not true what 
they have told us, that God watches over all ! ' 

' Wliat is it that you are saying, old friend ? ' 
returned Ealph. ' Death comes to everyone. 
The black camel kneels at the gate of all. If 
it came to some here and some there, then it 
would be awful indeed.' 

' But to die before our time is terrible, it 
is,' said Sim. 

' Before our time — what time ? ' said Ealph. 
'To-day or to-morrow — who shall say which 
is your time or mine ? ' 

' Aye, but to die like this ! ' said Sim, and 
rocked himself in his seat. 

' And is it not true that a short death is the 
sovereign good hap of life ? ' 

' The shame of it — the shame of it,' Sim 
muttered. . 



PEACE, PEACE, AND REST. 217 

'That touches us not at all/ said Ealph. 
'Only the guilty can feel the shame of a 
shameful death. No, no; death is kindest. 
And yet, and yet, old friend, I half repent me 
of my resolve. The fatal warrant, which has 
been the principal witness against us, was pre- 
served in the sole hope that one day it might 
serve you in good stead. For your sake, and 
yours only, would to God that I might say 
where I came by it and when.' 

'No, no, no,' cried Sim, with a sudden 
access of resolution, ' I am the guilty man 
after all, and it is but justice that / should die* 
But that you should die also — you that are as 
innocent as the babe unborn — God will never 
look down on it, I tell you. God will never 
witness it ; never, never ! ' 

At that moment the organ of the chapel of 
the castle burst on the ear. It was playing for 
afternoon service. Then the voices of the choir 
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Clime, droDed and drowsed and blurred, across 
the green and tlirougli the thick walls of the 
tower. The sacred harmonies swept up to 
them in their cell as the intoned Litanies sweep 
down a long cathedral aisle to those who stand 
under the sky at its porch. Deep, rich, full, 
pure, and solemn. The voice of peace, peace, 
and rest. 

The two men shut their eyes and listened. 

In that world on which they had turned 

their backs men were struggling, men were 

lighting, men's souls were being torn by passion. 

In that world to which their faces were set 

no haunting, hurrying footsteps ever fell ; no 

soul was yet vexed by fierce fire, no dross of 

budded hope was yet laid low. All was rest 
and peace. 

The gaoler knocked. A visitor was here to 

see Ealph. He had secured the permission of the 

under-sheriff to j^ee him for half an hour alone. 
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Sim rose, and prepared to follow the 
gaoler. 

' No,' said Ralph, motioning him back ; * it 
is too late for secrets to come between you and 
me. He must stay,' he added, tiurning to the 
gaoler. 

A moment later Eobbie Anderson entered. 
He was deeply moved. 

' I was ill and insensible at the time of the 
trial,' he said. 

Then he told the long story of his fruitless 
quest. 

'My evidence might have saved you,' he 
said. * Is it yet too late ? ' 

' Yes, it is too late,' said Ralph. 

*I think I could say where the warrant 
came from.' 

' Robbie, remember the vow you took 
never to speak of this matter again.' 

At mention of the warrant Sim had once 
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more crept up eagerly. Ealph saw that the 
hope of escape still clung to him. Would that 
muddy imperfection remain with him to the 
last? 

* Eobbie, if you ever had any feeling for 
me as a friend and comrade, let this thing lie 
for ever undiscovered in your mind.' 

Unable to speak, the young dalesman bent 
his head. 

' As for Sim, it wounds me to the soul. 
But for myself, what have I now to live for ? 
Nothing. I tried to save the land to my 
mother and brother. How is she ? ' 

' Something better, as I heard.' 

* Poor mother ! And — ^Eotha — is she ' 

' She is well.' 

'Thank Ood! Perhaps when these sad 
events are long gone by, and have faded away 
into a dim memory — perhaps then she will be 
happy in my brother's love.' 
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* Willy ? ' said Eobbie, with look and accent 
of surprise. 

Then there was a pause. 
♦She has been an angel/ said Eobbie, 
feelingly, 

* Better than that — she has been a woman ; 
God bless and keep her I ' said Ealph. 

Eobbie glanced into Ealph's face ; tears 
stood in his eyes. 

Sim sat and moaned. 

' My poor little Eotie,' he mumbled. ' My 
poor little lost Eotie ! ' 

The days of her childhood had flowed back 

to him. She was a child once more in his 
memory. 

' Eobbie,' said Ealph, ' since we have been 
here one strange passage has befallen me, and 
I believe it is real aiid not the effect of a dis- 
turbed fan^y,' 

' What is it, Ealph ? ' said Eobbie. 
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* The first night after we were shut up in 
this place, I thought in the darkness, being 
fully awake, that one opened the door. I 
turned my head, thinking it must be the gaoler. 
But when I looked it was Eotha. She had a 
sweet smile on her dear face. It was a smile of 
hope and cheer. Last night, again, I was 
awakened by Sim crying in his sleep — the 
strange, shrill, tearless night-cry that freezes 
the blood of the listener. Then I lay an hour 
awake. Again I thought that one opened the 
door. I looked to see Eotha. It was she. I 
believe she was sent to us in the spirit as a 
messenger of peace and hope — hope of that 
better world which we are soon to reach.' 

The gaoler knocked. Bobbie's time had 
expired. 

' How short these last moments seem,' said 
Ealph ; * yet an eternity of last moments would 
be brief. Farewell, my lad ! God bless you ! ' 
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The dalesmen shook hands. Their eyes 
were averted. 

Eobbie took his leave with many tears. 

Then rose again the voices of the unseen 
choir within the chapel. The organ pealed out 
in loud flute tones that mounted like a lark — 
higher, higher, higher, winging its way in the 
clear morning air. It was the chant of a 
returning angel scaling heaven. Then came 
the long sweeps of a more solemn harmony. 
Peace, peace ! And rest ! And rest ! 
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CHAPTER L. 



NEXT MORNING. 



Next morning at daybreak the hammering of 
the carpenters had ceased in the Market- place, 
and their lamps, that burned dim in their 
sockets, like lights across a misty sea, were one 
by one put out. Draped in black, the ghastly 
thing that they had built during the night 
stood between the turrets of the guard-house. 

Already the ^townspeople were awake. 
People were hurrying to and fro. Many 
were entering the houses that looked on to the 
market. They were eager to secure their 
points of vantage from which to view that 
morning's spectacle. 
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The light came slowly. It was a frosty 
morning. At seven o'clock a thin vapour 
hung in the air and waved to and fro like a 
veil. It blurred the face of the houses, 
softened their sharp outlines, and seemed at 
some moments to carry them away into the 
distance. The sun rose soft and white as an 
autumn moon behind a scarf of cloud. 

At half-past seven the Market-place was 
thronged. On every inch of the ground, on 
every balcony, in every window, over every 
portico, along the roofs of the houses north, 
south, east, and west, clinging to the chimney- 
stacks, hanging high up on the pyramidical 
turrets of the guard-house itself, astride the 
arms of the old cross, peering from between the 
battlements of the cathedral tower and the 
musket lancets of the castle, were crowded, 
huddled, piled, the spectators of that morning's 
tragedy. 
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What a motley throng! Some in yellow 
and red, some in black; men, women, and 
children lifted shoulder high. Some with pale 
faces and bloodshot eyes, some with rubicund 
complexion and laughing lips, some bantering 
as if at a fair, some on the ground haihng 
their fellows on the roofs. What a spectacle 
were they in themselves I 

There, at the north-east of the market- 
place, between Scotch Street and English Street, 
were half a hundred men and boys in blouses, 
seated on the overhanging roof of the wooden 
shambles. They were shouting sorry jests at 
half a dozen hoydenish women who looked 
out of the windows of a building raised on 
pillars over a well, known as Camaby's Folly. 

On the toof of the guardhouse stood five or 
six soldiers in red coats. One fellow, with a 
pipe between his lips, leaned over the parapet 
to kiss his hand to a little romping serving- 
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wench who giggled at him from behind a cur- 
tain in a house opposite. There was an open 
carriage in the very heart of that throng below. 
Seated within it was a stately gentleman, with 
a grey peaked beard, and dressed in black 
velvet cloak and doublet, having lace collar 
and ruffles ; and side by side with him was a 
delicate young maiden muffled to the throat in 
fur. The morning was bitterly cold, but even 
this frail flower of humanity had been drawn 
forth by the business that was now at hand. 
Where is she now, and what? 

A spectacle indeed, and for the eye of the 
mind a spectacle no l^s various than for the 
bodily organ. 

Bosoms seared and foul and sick with un- 
cleanUness. Hearts bound in the fetters of 
crime. Hot passions broken loose. Discord 
rampant. Some that smote the breast nightly 
in the anguish of remorse. Some that knew 

a2 
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not where to hide from the eye of conscience 
the secret sin that corroded the soul. 

Lonely, utterly lonely, in this dense throng 
were some that shuddered and laughed by 
turns. 

There were blameless men and women too, 
drawn by curiosity and by another and stronger 
magnet that they knew of. How would the 
condemned meet their end? Would it be 
with craven timidity or with the intrepidity of 
heroes, or again with the insensibihty of 
brutes? Death was at hand — the inexorable, 
the all-powerful. How could mortal man 
encounter it face to face ? This was the great 
problem then ; it is the great problem now. 

Two men were to be executed at eight that 
morning. Again and again the people turned 
to look at the clock. It hung by the side of 
the dial in the cupola of the old Town Hall. 
How slowly moved its tardy figures I God 
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forgive them, there were those in that crowd 
who would have helped forward, if they could, its 
passionless pulse. And a few minutes more or 

fewer in this world or the next, of what account 
were they in the great audit of men who were 
doomed to die ? 



In a room of the guard-house the con- 
demned sat together. They had been 
brought from the castle in the night. 

* We shall fight our last battle to-day,' said 
Kalph. ' The enemy will take our camp, but, 
God wilUng, we shall have the victory. Never 
lower the flag. Cheer up 1 Keep a brave 
heart I A few swift minutes more, and all will 
be well ! ' 

Sim was crouching at a fire, wringing his 
lean hands or clutching his long grey hair. 

' Ealph, it shall never be ! God will never 
see it done ! ' 
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*Put away the thought,' replied Ealph. 
' God has brought us here.' 

Sim jumped to his feet and cried, * Then / 
will never witness it — never ! ' 

Ealph put his hand gently but firmly on 

Sim's arm and drew him back to his seat. 

The sound of singing came from without, 
mingled with laughter and jeers. 

' Hark ! ' cried Sim, * hearken to them again ; 
nay, hark ! ' 

Sim put his head aside and listened. Then, 
leaping up, he shouted yet more wildly than 
before, ' No, no ! never, never ! ' 

Ealph tod^ him once more by the arm, and 
the poor worn creature sank into his seat with 
a low wail. 



There was commotion in the corridors and 
chief chamber of the guard-house. 
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' Where is the sheriff? ' was the question 
asked on every hand. 

Willy Eay was there, and had been for 
hours closeted with the sheriff's assistant. 

' Here is the confession, duly signed,' he 
said for the fiftieth time, as he walked nervously 
to and fro. 

' No use, none. Without the King's pardon 
or reprieve the thing must be done.' 

* But the witnesses will be with us within 
the hour. Put it back but one little hour and 
they must be here.' 

' Impossible. We hold the King's warrant, 
and must obey it to the letter.' 

' God in heaven I Do you not see yourself, 
do you not think that if this thing is done, two 
innocent men will die ? ' 

' It is not for me to think. My part is to 
act.' 
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* Where is your chief? Can you go on 
without him ? ' 

' We can and must/ 



The clock in the Market-place registered 
ten minutes to eight. A pale-faced man in 
the crowd started a hymn. 

'Stop his mouth,' cried a voice from the 
roof of the shambles, ' the Quaker rascal ! ' 
And the men in blouses started a catch. But 
the singing continued ; others joined in it, and 
soon it swelled to a long wave of song and 
flowed over that human sea. 

But the clock was striking, and before its 
last bell had ceased to ring between the lines 
of the hymn a window of the guard-house 
was thrown open and a number of men 
stepped out. 

In a moment the vast concourse was hushed 
to the stillness of death. 
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' Where is Wilfrey Lawson ? ' whispered 
one. 

The sheriff was not there. The under- 
sheriff and a burly fellow in black were 
standing side by side. 

Among those who were near to the 
scaffold on the ground in front of it was one 
we know. Eobbie Anderson had tramped the 
arket-place the long night through. He 
had not been able to tear himself from the 
spot. His eye was the first to catch sight of 
two men who came behind the chaplain. One 
of these walked with a firm step, a broad- 
breasted man, with an upturned face. Sup- 
ported on his arm the other staggered along, 
his head on his breast, his hair whiter, and his 
step feebler, than of old. Necks were craned 
forward to catch a glimpse of them . 

' This is terrible,' Sim whispered. 
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' Only a minute more, and it will be over/ 
answered Ealph. 

Sim burst into tears that shook his whole 
frame. 

'Bravely, old friend,' Ealph said, melted 
himself, despite his words of cheer. 

* One minute, and we shall meet again. 
Bravely then, and fear not.' 

Sim was struggling to regain composmre. 
He succeeded. His tears were gone, but a 
wild look came into his face. Ralph dreaded 
this more than tears. 

'Be quiet, Sim,' he whispered; 'be still, 
and say no word.' 

The under-sheriff approached Ealph. 

' Have you any statement to make ? ' he 
said. 

' None.' 

'Nor you?' said the officer, turning to 
Ealph's companion. 
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Sim was trying to overcome his emotion. 

*He has nothing to say/ said Ealph 
quietly. Then he whispered again in Sim's 
ear, * Bravely.' 

Eemoving his arm from Sim's convulsive 
grasp, he threw off his long coat. At that 
moment the bleared sun lit up his lifted face. 
There was a hush of awe. 

Then, with a frantic gesture, Sim sprang 
forward, and seizing the arm of the under- 
sheriff, he cried hysterically, 

' Ay, but I have something to say. He is 
innocent — take me back and let me prove it — 
he is innocent— it's true— it's true^ — I say it's 
true — let me prove it.' 

With a face charged widi sorrow, Ealph 
walked to Sim and said, ' One moment more 
and we had clasped hands in heaven ! ' 



But now there was a movement at the back. 
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The sheriff himself was seen steppmg from the 
window to the scaffold. He was followed by 
Willy Eay and John Jackson. Two women 
stood together behmd, Eotha and Mrs. Garth. 

Willy came forward and fell on his 
brother's neck. 

* God has had mercy upon us,' he cried, 
amid a flood of tears. 

Ealph looked amazed. The sheriff said 
something to him which he did not hear. The 
words were inaudible to the crowd, but the 
quick sympathy of the great heart of the 
people caught the unheard message. 

* A reprieve ! A reprieve I ' shouted fifty 
voices. 

A woman fainted at the window behind. 
It was Eotha. 

The two men were led off with staring eyes. 
They walked hke men in a dream. 

Saved ! saved I saved ! 
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Then there went up a mighty shout. It 
was one vast voice, more loud than the blast on 
the mountains ; more deep than the roar of the 
sea! 
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CHAPTER LI. 



SIX MONTHS AFTER. 



It was the height of a Cumbrian summer. 
Bracken Mere was as smooth as a sheet of 
glass. The hills were green, grey, and purple 
to the summits, and their clear outlines stood 
out against the sky. The sky itself would have 
been cloudless but for one long scarf of plaited 
white which wore away across a lake of bkie. 
The ghyll fell like a furled flag. The thin river 
under the clustering leaves sang beneath its 
breath. The sun was hot and the air was 
drowsed by the hum of insects. 

And full of happy people was the meadow 
between the old house on the Moss and the 
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packhorse road in front of it. It was the day 
of the Wythburn sports, and this year it was 
being celebrated at Shoulthwaite. Tents had 
been pitched here and there in out-of-the-way 
corners of the field, and Mrs. Branthwaite, with 
her meek face, was appointed chief mistress 
and dispenser of the hospitality of the Shoul- 
thwaite household. 

' This is not taty-and-point,' said her 
husband, with a twinkle in his eyes and a 
sensation of Uquidity about the lips as he came 
up to survey the outspread tables. 

Mattha Branthwaite was once more resplen- 
dent in those Chapel-Sunday garments with 
which, in the perversity of the old weaver's un- 
orthodox heart, that auspicious day was not 
often honoured. Mrs. Eay had been carried 
out in her chair by her stalwart sons. Her 
dear old face looked more mellow and peaceful 
than before. Folks said the paralysis was 
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passing away. Mattha himself, who never at 
any time took a melancholy view of his old 
neighbour's seizure, stands by her chair to-day 
and fires oflf his sapient saws at her with the 
certainty that she appreciates every saw of 
them- 

' The dame's to the fore yit,' he says, ' and 
lang will be/ 

At Mrs. Eay's feet her son Willy lies on 
the grass in a blue jerkin and broad-brimmed 
black hat with a plume. Willy's face is of the 
type on which trouble tells. Behind him, and 
leaning on the gate that leads from the court to 
the meadow, is Kalph, in a loose jacket with 
deep collar and a straw hat. He looks years 
younger than when we saw him last. He is 
just now laughing heartily at a batch of the 
schoolmaster's scholars who are casting lots 
close at hand. One bullet-headed little fellow 
has picked up a couple of pebbles, and after 
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putting them through some unseen and mys- 
terious manoeuvres behind him, is holding them 
out in his two Uttle fists, saying — 

Neevy, neevy nack, 
Whether hand will ta tack — 
T' topmer or t' lowmer ? 

' What hantle of gibberish is that ? ' says 
Monsey Laman himself. 

' / is to tumble the poppenoddles,' cries the 
bullet-headed gentleman. And presently the 
rustic young gamester is tossing sommersets 
for a penny. 

In the middle of the meadow, and encircled 
by a little crowd of excited male spectators, 
two men are trying a fall at wrestling. Stripped 
to the waist, they are treating each other to 
somewhat demonstrative embraces. 

At a few yards' distance another little circle, 
of more symmetrical outlines and comprising 
both sexes, are standing with linked hands. A 
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shame-faced young maideaa is carrying a little 
cushion around her companions. They are 
playing the ' cushion game.' 

At one corner of the field there is a thicket 
overgrown with wild roses, white and red. 
Eobbie Anderson, who has just escaped from a 
rebellious gang of lads who have been chmbing 
on his shoulders and clinging to his legs, is 
trying to persuade Liza Branthwaite that there 
is something curious and wonderful lying hidden 
within this flowery ambush. 

' It's terrible nice,' he says, rather inde- 
finitely. ' Come, lass, come and see.' 

Liza refuses plump. 

The truth is that Liza has a shrewd sus- 
picion that the penalty of acquiescence would 
be a kiss. Now, she has no particular aversion 
to that kind of commerce, but since Eobbie is 
so eager she has resolved, like a true woman, 
that his appetite shall be whetted by a tempo- 
rary disappointment. 
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* Not 1/ she says, wth arms akimbo and a 
rippling laugh of knowing mockery. Presently 
her sprightly little feet are tripping away. 

Still encircled by half a score of doge, 
Robbie returns to the middle of the meadow, 
where the wrestlers have given way to some 
who are prep^iring for a race up the fell. 
Eobbie throws off his coat and cap, and straps 
a belt about his waist. 

' Why, what's this ? ' inquires Liza, coming 
up at the moment, with mischief in her eyes, 
and bantering her sweetheart with roguish 
jeers. * Tou going to run ! Why, you are 
only a bit of a boy, you know. How can you 
expect to win ? ' 

' Just you wait ^nd see, little lass,' says 
Eobbie, with undisturbed good humour. 

* You'll shdder all the way down the fell, 
sure enough,' says Ih,^. 

* All right ; just you get a cabbish-skrunt 

b2 
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poultice ready for my broken shins,' says 
Eobbie. 

* I would scarce venture if I were you/ 
continues Liza, to the vast amusement of the 
bystanders. ' Wait till you're a man, Eobbie/ 

The competitors — there are six of them — 
are now stationed ; their signal is given, and 
away they go. 

The fell is High Seat, and it is steep and 
rugged. The first to round the ' man ' at the 
summit and reach the meadow again wins the 
prize. 

Over stones, across streams, tearing through 
thickets, through belts of trees — look how they 
go! Now they are lost to the sight of the 
spectators below ; now they are seen, and now 
they are hidden ; now three of the six emerge 
near the top. 

The excitement in the field is at full pitch. 
Liza is beside herself with anxiety. 
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* It's Eobbie — no, yes — no — egg him on, 
do ; te-lick te-smack-' 

One man has rounded the summit, and 
two others follow him neck-and- neck. They 
are coming down, jumping, leaping, flying. 
They're here, here, and it is — ^yes, it is Eobbie 
that leads ! 

' Well done ! Splendid ! Twelve minutes ! 
Well done ! ' 

' Weel, weel, I olas do say 'at ye hev a lang 
stroke o' the grund, Eobbie/ says Mattha. 

* And what do you say ? ' says Eobbie, 
panting, and pulling on his coat, as he tuiTis to 
Liza, who is trying to look absent and uncon- 
cerned. 

' Ay ! Did you speak to me ? I say that 
perhaps you didn't go round the " man " at all. 
You were always a bit of a cheat, you know.' 

' Then here goes for cheating you.' Eobbie 
had caught Liza about the waist, and was 
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drawing her to that roSe-covered thicket. She 
found he was holding her tight. He was 
monstrously strong. Whatever wm the good 
of trying to get away ? 

Two elderly women Were amused spectators 
of Liza's ineffectual struggles. 

* I suppose you know they are to be wedded/ 
said one. 

' I suppose so/ rejoined the other ; ' and I 
hear that Ealph is to let a bit of land to Eobbie ; 
he has given him a horse, Tm told.' 

Matthew Branthwaite had returned to his 
station by Mrs. Kay's chair. 

* Whear's Eotha ? ' says the old weaver. 
'She said she would come and bring her 

father/ said Willy from the grass, where he 
still lay at his mother's feet, 

' It was bad manishment, my lad, to let the 
lass gang off agen with Sim to yon Pomside/ 

Mattha is speaking with an insinuating'smile. 
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' Could ye not keep her hete ? Out upon 
tha for a good to nowt.' 

Willy md,kes no reply to the weaver's 
banter. 

At that moment Eotha and her father are 
seen to enter the meadow by a gate at the 
lower end. 

Ealph steps forward and welcomes the new- 
comers. 

Sim has aged fast these last six months, but 
he is brighter-looking and more composed. 
The dalespeople have tried hard to make up to 
him for their former injustice. He receives 
their conciliatory attentions with a somewhat 
too palpable effort at cordiality, but he is only 
less timid than before. 

Ealph leads Eotha to a vacant chair near to 
where his mother sits. 

'A blithe heart maks a blooming look,' 
says Mattha to the girl. Eotha's face deserves 
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the compliment. To-day it looks as fresh as 
it is always beautiful. But there is something 
in it now that we have never before observed. 
The long dark lashes half hide and half reveal 
a tenderer light than has hitherto stolen into 
those deep brown eyes. The general expression 
of the girl's face is not of laughter nor yet of 
tears, but of that indescribable something that 
lies between these two, when, after a world of 
sadness, the heart is glad — the sunshine of an 
April day. 

'This seems like the sunny side of the 
hedge at last, Kotha,* says Ealph, standing by 
her side, twirling his straw hat on one hand. 

There is some bustle in their vicinity. The 
schoolmaster, who prides himself on having the 
fleetest foot in the district, has undertaken to 
catch a rabbit. Trial of speed is made, and he 
succeeds in two hundred yards. 

^Theer's none to match the laal limber 
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Frenchman,' says Mattha, 'for catching owte 
frae a rabbit to a slap ower the lug at auld 
Nicky Stevens's.' 

* Ha ! ha ! ha ! ' laughs Eenben Thwaite, 
rather boisterously, as he comes up in time to 
hear the weaver's conceit. 

* There's one thing I never caught yet, 
Master Eeuben,' says Monsey. 

' And what is it ? ' says the little blink-eyed 
dalesman. 

' A ghost on a lime and mould heap ! ' 

' Ha ! ha ! ha ! He's got a lad's heart the 
laal man has,' says Mattha, with the manner of 
a man who is conscious that he is making an 
original observation. 

And now the sun declines between the 
Noddle Fell and Bleaberry. The sports are 
over, but not yet is the day's pleasure done. 
When darkness has fallen over meadow and 
moimtain the kitchen of the house on the Moss 
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is alive with bright faces. The young women 
of Wythburn have brought their spinning- 
wheels, and they sit together and make some 
pretence to spin. The young men are outside. 
The old folks are in another room with Mrs. 
Ray. 

Presently a pebble is heard to crack against 
the window pane. 

' Whatever can it be ? ' says one of the 
maidens with an air of profound amazement. 

One venturesome damsel goes to the door. 

' Why, it's a young man ! ' she says, with 
overpowering astonishment. 

The unexpected creature enters the kitchen, 
followed by a longish hne of similar apparitions. 
They seat themselves on the table, on the 
skemmels, on the stools between the spinners — 
anywhere, everywhere. 

What sport ensueia I what story-telling ! 
what laughing ! what singing ! 
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Ealph comes downstairs and is hailed with 
welcomes on all hands. He is called upon for 
a song. Yes, he can sing. He always sang in 

the old days. He must sing now. 

Til sing you something I heard in Lan- 
caster/ he says. 

' What about — ^the Lancashire witches ? ' 

' Who writ it— little Monsey ? ' 

* No, but a bigger man than Monsey,' said 
Ealph with a smile. 

' He would, be a mite if he were no bigger 
than the schoolmaster,' put in that lady of 
majestic stature, Liza Branthwaite. 

Then Ealph sang in his deep baritone, ' Fear 
no more the heat o' the sun.' 

And the click of the spinning-wheels 
seemed to keep time to the slow measure of the 
fine old song. 

Laddie, the collie, was there. He lay at 
Ealph 's feet with a solemn face. He was 
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clearly thinking out the grave problems at- 
taching to the place of dogs on this universe. 

' Didn't I hear my name awhile ago ? ' said 
a voice from behind the door. The head of 
the speaker emerged presently. It was 
Monsey Laman. He had been banished with 
the ' old folks.' 

' Come your ways in, schoolmaster,' cried 
Bobbie Anderson. ' Who says " yes " to a 
bout of playacting ? ' 

As a good many said 'Yes,' an armchair 
was forthwith placed at one corner of the 
kitchen with its back to the audience. Monsey 
mounted it. Eobbie went out of doors, and, 
presently re-entering with a countenance of 
most woful solemnity, approached the chair, 
bent on one knee, and began to speak — 

Oh wad I were a glove upo' yon Land 
'At I med kiss yon fe^. 

A loud burst of laughter rewarded this 
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attempt on the life of the tragic muse. But 
when the schoolmaster perched aloft, affecting 
a peuking voice (a strangely unnecessary artistic 
effort), said : 

' Art thou not Eomeo and a Montague ? ' 
and the alleged Eomeo on his knees replied — 
'Nowther, sweet lass, if owther thoo offend' 
—the laughter in the auditorium reached the 
point of frantic screams. The actors, like wise 
artists, were obviously indifferent to any 
question of the kind of impression produced, 
and went at their task with conscientious ardour. 

The little schoolmaster smiled serenely, 
enchantingly, bewitchingly. Eobbie panted 
and gasped, and sighed and moaned. 

' Did you ever see a man in such a case ? ' 
said Liza, wiping away the hysterical tears of 
merriment that coursed down her cheeks. 

' Wait a bit,' said Eobbie, rather stepping 
out of his character. 
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It was a part of the ' business ' of this 
tragedy, as Eobbie had seen it performed in 
Carlisle, that Eomeo should cast a nosegay up 
into the balcony to Juliet. Eobbie had pro- 
vided himself with the ' property ' in ques- 
tion, and, pending the moment at which it was 
necessary to use it, he had deposited it on the 
floor behind him. But in the fervour of im- 
personation, he had not observed that Liza had 
crept up and stolen it away. 

' Where's them flowers ? ' cried Eomeo, 
scarcely %otto voce. 

When the nosegay was yielded up to the 
lover on his knees, it was found to be about 
three times as big as Juliet's head. 

The play came to an abrupt conclusion : 
the spinning-wheels were pushed aside, a 
fiddle was brought out, and then followed a 
dance. 

' Ivery thing has a stopping spot but time,' 
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said Mattha Branthwaite, comiixg in, his hat 
and cloak on. 

The night was spent. The party must 
break up. 

The girls drew on their bonnets and shawls, 
and the young men shouldered the wheels. 

A large company were to sjpl up the mere 
to the city in the row boat, and Eotha, Ealph, 
and Willy walked with them to Water's Head. 
Sim remained with Mrs. Bay. 

What a night it was! The moon was 
shining at the full from a sky of deep blue that 
was studded with stars. Not a breath of wind 
was sturing. The slow beat of the water on 
the shingle came to the ear over the light lap 
against the boat. The mere stretched miles 
away. It seemed to be as still as a white 
feather on the face of the dead, and to be ahve 
with light. Where the swift but silent current 
was cut asunder by a rock, the phosphorescent 
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gleams sent up sheets of brightness. The boat, 
which rolled slowly, half-afloat and half-ashore, 
was bordered by a fringe of silver. When at 
one moment a gentle breeze lifted the water 
into ripples, countless stars floated down a 
white waterway from yonder argent moon. 
Not a house on the banks of the mere ; not a 
sign of Ufe ; only the low plash of wavelets 
on the pebbles. Hark! What cry was that 
coming clear and shrill? It was the curlew. 
And when the night bird was gone she left a 
silence deeper than before. 

The citizens, lads and lasses, old men and 
dames, got into the boat. Robbie Anderson 
and three other young fellows took the 
oars. 

* We'll row ourselves up in a twinkling,' 
said Liza, as EaJph and Willy pushed the keel 
ofi* the shingle. 

* Hark ye the lass I ' cried Mattha. ' We 
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hounds slew the hare, quo' the terrier to the 



cur.' 



The sage has fired ofi* the last rustic proverb 
that we shall ever hear from his garrulous old 
lips. 

When they were fairly afloat, and rowing 
hard up the stream, the girls started a song. 

The three who stood together at the Water's 
Head listened long to the dying voices. 

A step on the path broke their trance. It 
was a lone woman, bent and feeble. She went 
by them without a word. 

The brothers exchanged a look. 

* Poor Joe,' said Eotha, almost in a whisper. 

But the girl's cup of joy could bear this 
memory. She knew her love at last. 

Willy stepped between Eotha and Ealph. 
He was deeply moved. He was about to yield 
up the dream of his life. He tried to speak, 
and stopped. He tried again, and stopped 
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once more. Then he took Eotha's hand and 
put it into Ralph's, and turned away in silence. 

And now these two, long knit together, 
soul to soul, parted by sorrow, purijfied by 
affliction, ennobled by suffering, stand in this 
white moonlight hand in hand. 

Hereafter the past is dead to them, and yet 
lives. What was sown in sorrow is raised in 
joy ; what was sown in affliction is raised in 
peace ; what was sown in suffering is raised in 
love. 

And thus the tired old world wags on, and 
true it is to-day as yesterday that whom God s 

HAND RESTS ON HAS GOD AT HIS RIGHT HAND. 



THE END. 
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by W. Claxk Russbll, will be begun 
in the Jamuakt Nomber and continued 
throoghont the year. This Number 
will contain also the Opening Chapters 
of a New Story by Cbcii. Powbr, Au- 
thor of " PhilistU^** entitled Babylon, 
and Illnstxated by P. MacNab. 
*«* Nom rtady, the Volume for July fe 
Octobbx X884. elOlh extra^ gilt edgn^ 
7b. Sd.; Coses for binding Vols,, 2l. eacK 

Belgpavia Annual. With Stories 
by F. W. Robxbsom, I. Arbuthnot 

WII.80B, JUBTXM H. McCABTHT, B. 

MoMTOQ^BBiB Rankxito, an4 others. 
Demy 8vo, with Illnsts.. iB. [Preparing, 

Bennett (W.C.,LL.D.KWopks by: 

A Ballad History of England. Post 

8vo, cloth limp, 2lk 
Songa foKP Sallori. Post tvo, cloth 

limp,2fc •• 

Besant (Waltep) and James 

RIeo. Novaia by. Post Svo, Uiust 
boards. Si. each; cloth Ump, ti.6d. 
each ; or cxowa 8vOi dom eitra, 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 

Thie Son of Vulcan. 

My Little Qlri. 

The Caee of Mr. Luoraft 

The Qolden Butterfly. 

By Cella'a Arbour. 

The Monke of Thelema. 

'Twaa In TraflaJgar*B Bay. 

Tho Seamy Side. 

Tho Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

Besant (Waltep), Novels by:- 

All Sorta and Condltlone of Men : 
An Impoesible Story. With Illustra- 
tions by Fbbd. Babrabd. down 
8vo, cloth extra, St. Od. : poet 8vo, 
illust boards. Si. ; cloth iunpk Sl.Gd. 

The Captalna' Room, Ae. With 
Frontimiece bv B. J. Whbblbr. 
Crown 8va doth extra, SiL fid.; post 
8vo, illust. bds., Ss. ; d. limp. 2i.6d. 

All In a Garden Fair. With 6 lUusts. 
by H. PuBBXss. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Cr. 8vo, d. extra. Si. fil. 

Dorothy Forster. New and ClieuMff 
Edition. With Illastrations by Cr. 
Gbxbn. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 

. Si. 6d. {Preparing, 

Tho Art of Fletlon. DemyfifS,lfi. 
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Betham-Edwands (Mi), Novels 

by. Ciowa 8vOj cloth «^|ra,^. 6d. 
each. ; post 8vo, tUust. bds.» 28. each« 
FellckL I Kitty. 

Bewlok (Tho8.)and his Pupils. 

By Austin Dobsom. With 95 nidstra- 
tiooa. Square 8voh cloth ettn,10i. 64. 

Birthday Books:— 

The Starry Heavens: A Poetical 
Birthdav Book. Square 8vo, hand- 
somely bound in doth, 28. 6d. 

Bh^hday Flowers: Their Langnage 
and Legends. By W. J. Gordon. 
Beaatlfully lUostrated in Colours by 
Viola Bougrton. In iUumtnated 
cover, crown 410, Gb. 

. The Lowsll Birthday Book. With 
lUusis., small 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Hand- 
books. Demy 8vo, Illustrated, uni- 
form in vUe rar binding. 

Aoadenqf Notes, separate years, from 
1876 to 1883, each Is. 

AsfldemyNotes,1884. WithzsalUns- 
trations. l8. 

Academy NoteSb 1875-79. Complete 
in One Vol.,with nearly 600 Illusts. in 
Facsimile. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 88. 

Academy Notes, 1880-84. Complete 
in One Volume, wi^ about 700 Fac- 
simile Illustrationa. Cloth limp, 08. 

Qrosvenor Notes^ 1877. 6d. 
Qrosvenor Note«, separate years, from 
1878 to 1883, each 18. 

Qrosvenor Notes, 1884. With 78 
Illustrations. U. 

Qros««nor Notes. 1877-82. With 
upwards of soo Illustrations. Demy 
Svo, cloth Ump, 68. 

Pictures at South Kensington. With 
70 Illustrations. l8. 

The EngllshPloturesat the National 
Gallery. X14 Illustrations. l8. 

The Old Masters at the National 
Gallery. 128 Illustrations. Is. 60. 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery, with 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 249 
Hlttsts. Demy 8vo^ cloth lunp, 88. 

1 1 lust rated CatalogMS of ths Luxsm- 
bourg Gallery. Containina about 
S50 ReproducooBS after the Original 
Drawings of the Artists. BdHed by 
F.G. Dumas. Demy 8vo, 88. 6d. 

The Paris Salon, 18S4. With over 300 
Illusts. Edited by F. G. Dumas. 
DemySvSbtB. 



Art HAiroBOOKS, eotUitMied^ 

The Art Annual, 1883-4. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. With 300 full-pagi 
Illustrations. Demy Svo, 6b. 

Boocaoclo's Decameron ; or, 

Ten Days' Entertainment Translated 
into English, with an Introduction by 
Thomas Wright, F.S.A. With Portrait, 
and Stothard's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 64. 

Blake (William) :,£tching!t from 

his Works. By W. B. Scott With 
descriptive Text. Folio, hah^bound 
boards, India Proofs, 218. 

Bowers'(G.) Hunting Sketches: 

Canters In Crampshlre. Oblong 4to, 
half-ix>und boards, 218. 

Leaves A*om a Hunting Journal. 
Coloured in facsimile of the originalSt 
OUong 4to, half-bound, 2l8. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by : 

Camp Notes: Stones of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Savage Lftel Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
88. SO. ; peal Svo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Brand's Observations on Pop* 

ular Antlqultlee, chiefly Illustrating 
the Ori^g^n of our Vul^ Customs, 
Ceremomes, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henrv Ellis. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 
nnmerous Illustrations, 78. 6d. ■ 

Bret Harte, Works by : 

Bret Harte's Collected Works. Ar^ 

ranged and Revised by the Anther. 

Complete in Five Vols., crown Svo, 

cloth extna, 6b. each. 

VoL I. Cqmplbtb Pobtical amo 
Dramatic Works. With Steel Por^ 
trait, and Introduction by Author. 

VoL II. Barlibr Papers— Luck or 
Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 
— B0RBM14N Papers ^ Spamism 

AND AmBRICAM LEGBNnS. 

Vol. III. Talbb or THE AaaoNAUtS 

— Eastbrn Skbtcrbs. 
Vol. IV. Gabribl Conrot, 
VoL V. Storibs — CONOBiretS 

NOVBL8, fto. 

The Selset Works of Bret Harte, bi 
Prose and Poetry* With Introdoo- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bbllbw, Portrait 
of tlie Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Qahrlel Conroy: A NoveL PosttvOb 
iUustratsd boards, 88. 
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BiST HASTB't Wont, MMMMMi— 

"« H«liiMfli Of R«d Doc and other 
StoHM. PMt 8vo,Uliiatratod boudi, 
Si. ; clock llmp^ II M. 

Tho TwfnoofToblo Mountain. Feap. 

m. picture cover, la.s crowa 990, 

cIotlie«trft.and. 
Luok of Roaring Camp, and other 

Sketches. Poet8vo,iUaatbdSnSL 
JefTBrlgge'e Love Story. Pcap.8TO, 

picture cover, li. ; doth extra, Si. eO. 

F% Post8TO,UIo«trated boards, 2|.; 
cloth limp^ Si. 60. ^ • 

Caltfopnian StoHee (inclndfatg Tiis 
Twins OF Tabu MovNTAiN, JaFF 
Baicras's Lova Stort. fte.) Poet 
8vo, Ulostrated boards. Si. 



Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The ReadeKe Handbookof Alluelone, 
5«'«:«no^ Plote, and Stories. 
Fourth EditioB, revised thron^ont, 
with s New Appendix, containing a 

COMPLBTB BnOUSH BiBUOOKAPRT. 

Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pp., cloth extra, 7k. M. 

Authore and thefr Worice, with the 
Dates: Being the Appendices to 
"The Reader^ Handbook,'* separ- 
ately printed. Cr. 8vok doth limp. Si. 

A Dictionary of MIraolee: Imitattve, 
Realistic, and Dogaatic Crown 8vo. 
d oth extra, 71. SCThalf-bonnd, 9§, 

Brewster(8IrDavld),Works by: 

Mora Woride than One: The Creed 
of the PbUosopher and the Hope of 
ttie Christian. With Plates. Post 
8vo, doth extra, 4i. 6d. 

The Martyrs of Selanea: Uves of 
Oaulxo, TrcRO Brarb, and Kxf- 
LBR. With Portraits. Post 8vo.doth 
extra, to. 60. 

Utters on Natural Magle. A New 
Edition, with nameroos Illastrations, 
and Chapters on the Being a^ 
Facnities of Man, and Additiooal 
I*henomena of Natural Mafdc, by 
J. A. Smith. Post Svo^ doth extriL 
41.60. 

Brrilat-8avarln.->Qastronomy 

as a Fine Art By Brillat-Savamn. 
Tiwislated by R. B. Andbrsom , M.A. 
PostSvo, dotblimp, Si.6d. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by : 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vo, illustrated boai^ Sik 

Kathleen Mavoumeen. Fcap. 8fo. 
picture cover. Is. 

LIndeay'e Luck. Fcap. 8vo, picture 
cover. Is. 

IVetty Polly PemtortOfl. Fcap. Im 
pston cover, te. 



Buchanan's (Robert) Works : 

Ballada of Ufa^ Love^ and Humour. 
mih a Frontispieoe by Axthub 
HuoHBS. Crown svo, doth extra, 6S. 

H^fS^^^^^^i'^'^obart Buchanan. 

With Fronti^eoe by T. Dauibl. 

Crown 8vob doth extra, Sl 
Undertonae^ Cr. Svo, doth extra, ea 
London Poeme. Cr. 8vo, d. extra, 6a 

The Book of Orm. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 61. 

White Roea and Red: A Love Story. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 61. 

W*ii« wMi Legende of Invarbum. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 
St. Abe and hie Seven Wives : A Tale 

of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis- 

Siece by A. B. Rouqbtom. Crown 
vo, doth extra, Gs. 

"•**?*U^**'»"*'»'«Co*np<«ta Poeti- 
cal, Worfca. With Sted-plate Por- 
l^ait. Crown «vo, cloth extra, 

The Hebrid Isles: Wanderings m the 
Land of Lome and the Outer Re- 
bndes. With Frontispiece by W. 
Small. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 6b. 

A Poet's Sketoh-Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robsrt 
BucBABAM. Crown Svo, cL extra, Ss. 

The Shadow of the Sword: A Ro- 
mance. Crown 8vo, doth extra. 
8s. 60. 1 post Svo, illusL boards, Sl 

A Child of Nature: A Romance. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, Si. 60.; post Svo, must bds.,S8. 

Qod and the Man : A Romance. With 
Illustrations by Frbd. Barhard. 
Crown Svo, clott extra, 8t. 60.1 post 
Svo, illustrated boards. Si. 

The Martyrdom of Madellna: A 
Romance. With Frontispiece 1^A.W. 
CooPBB. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, te. 60.: 
post Svo, illustrated boards, Si. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 
I»eqe by P. Macbab. Crowa Svou 
doth extra. Si. 60.; poet Svo. illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Annan Water: A Romance. Crowa 
Svo, cloth extra. Si. 60. 

The New Abelard : A Romance. Crowa 
Svo, cloth extra, Si. 60. 

Foxglove Manor: A Novd. Three 
Vols., crown Svo. 



Burton (Robert) : 
The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classted Bstracts. Demy Svo, dotb 
extra, 78. 60. 

Melwioholy Anatomlead: Bdng am 
Abridgment, for popular nse^ o(FBub> 

TOB*! AbATOVT of MBLANCaOCV* 

Test 8vo,doth lisp, te. 61 
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Burton (Captain), Works by: 

To the Gold Coast fbr Gold : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Buk- 
TON and Vbrnby Lovbtt Camxroii. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth eitra, Sll. 

The Book of the Sword : Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
ail Conntries, from the Earliest 
Times. By kicmard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 828. 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Sdited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engrsTed 
by GooDAix, and nmnerons Woodcuts. 
Qrown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 71. Sd. 

Byron (Lord): 

Bypon*8 Letters and Joumata. With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
MooRB. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
full-page Plates. Crown 8v0b doth 
extra, gUt, 71, 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth lim p, li. 

Cameron (Commander) and 

Captain Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
for Gold : A Personal NarratiTe. By 
Richard F. Burton and Vbrmbt 
Lovbtt Cambrom. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, Sll. 



H. Lovett), 



Cameron (Mrs. 

Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 8IL 90. each; 

poet Bvo, illustrated boards, Si. each. 

Juliet'a Guardian. 
Deoelvera Evar. 

Campbell.— White and Black: 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
Gborob Campbbll, M.P. Demy Svo, 
cloth extra. 111. 

Carlyle (Thomas) : 

Thomas Carlyle: Lettara and Re- 
colleotlona. By Momcurs D. Con- 
way, M.A. Crown 8vo, doth eitra, 
with Illustrations, 9a, 

On the Choice of Booka. By Tkosiai 
Carltlb. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. Shxpbbrd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8to^ doth extra, 
Ulnstrated, li.«6d. 

Tha Corraapondenea of Thomas 
CaHylaand Ralph Waldo Emaraon, 
1834 to 1879. Edited by Ciurlb8 
EuoT Norton. With Pntraits. Two 
VolSMCroW '^o, doth extra, Sll. 



Chapman*s (Qeorge) Works: 

Vd. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. 11., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Algbr- 
NON Charlbs Swinbvrnb. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, I81. ; or separately, Ss. each. 

Chatto & Jackson.— A Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wu. Andrbw Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Hbnry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Repri.1l 
of the last Revised Edition. Largs 
4toy half-bound, 281. 

Chaucer : 
Chaucer for Children; A Gdden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 
Ei^t Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Autlxtf. 
New Ed., saiall 4to, doth extra, 81. 

Chaueer for Sohoola. By Mrs. H. R. 
Hawbis. Demy 8vo, cloth Ump, 2l.8d. 

City (The) of Dream : A Poem. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth extra, 61. [/a the prns, 

Cobban. — The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclarbn Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. 

Collins (C. Allston) The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C. Aixstom 
C0LUN8. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.,Sl. 

Collins (Mortimer U Frances), 

Novala by : 
Sweet and Twenty. Post 8vo, illna- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Franoea. Post 8vo, illust bds., Si. 

Blaokamith and Soholar. Post 8vo^ 
illustrated boards, Si. ; crewn 8vo». 
doth extra, 81. 6d. 

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, Ulust. { 
boards. Si. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 81. 8d. ' 

You Play Me Falee. Post 8vo, illust 
boards, Ss.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 81. 6d. 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page- Post 8vo^ illus- 
trated boards, &. ; crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 81. 6d. 

Tranamlgratlon. Post 8vo. illustrated 
boards, Si.; crown 8vo, doth extrSt 
81. 6d. 

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, Si. ; crowB 
8vo, doth extra, 81. 8d. 

A Fight with Fortuna. PMt 8vo 
illustrated boards 81. 
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Ooillna (WIHcle), Novels by, 

Bach post 8to, Ulustnted boards, Si; 
cloth Ump, Si. 6d.; or crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, Illastrated, ts. 6d. 

Antonlna. Illnst by A. Concamen. 

Baafi. lUnstratod by Sir John Gxl- 
BSRT and J. Mahomky. 

HWa and Saak. Illostnttd by Sir 
John Gilbsbt and J. Mabonby. 

The Dead Sacrat. Illastrated by Sir 
John GiLBaar and A. Concanbn. 

Queen of Haarts Illastrated by Sir 
John Gilbbrt and A. Cokcanen. 

My Miacallanlaa. With lUostrationa 
by A. Comcanbn, and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkib Coxxins. 

The Woman In Whita. With IJIos- 
t<ration8 by Sir John Gumemx and 

F. A. Frasbb. 

The Moonatona. With lUnstratiMia 
by G. Dv MAVRXBBand F. A^Fbasbb. 

Man and Wlfls. lUost. by W. Small, 

Poor Mlaa FInoh. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and Bdwabd 

HUGHBS. 

Mlaa or Mra.f With Illustrations by 
S. L. FiLDBs and Hbnry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illastrated by 
G. Du Mauribb and C. S. Rands. 

The Frozen Oaap. Illastrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and J. Mahonsy. 

The Law and tha i-ady, Illastrated 
by S. L. FiLDBS and Syomby Hall. 

The Two Daatlnlea. 
The Haunted Hotel. Illastrated by 
Arthur Hopxims. 

The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Oaughtsr. 
The Black Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of tha 
Present Time. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, Ss. 60. 

" I Say Na" Three Vols., crown 8yo, 
Slate. jShortty, 

Coiman'a Humorous Works: 

" Bread Grins/ " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Huanorous Works. 
Prose and Poetical, of GBORas Col- 
man^ With Life by G. B. Buckstomb, 
and Trontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Cathkrinb 
^ Ryan. Post 8vo, li. ; cf. limp. Is. 6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 

Demoiiology and DevtK.oii«. Two 
Vols., royd 8iro, with 6§ lUusts., 281. 



CoBWAT's <M. D.) WoRKSt omiMmmnI^ 
A Necklaea of Stories. Illastrated 
by W. J. HsMBBssY. Square Sro^ 
doth extra, Gl 

The Wandering Jaw. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 0i. 

Thomaa Cariyle: Letters and Re- 
col lactlona. With Illustrationa. 
Crown 8yo, cloth ext ra, 6s. 

Cook (Dutton), Works by: 

Hours with tha Players. With a 
steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit^ cr. 8vo, cloth eztra,0B. 

NIghta at the Play : A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Leo: A NoveL Post 8vo, illostiated 
boards, 2b. 

Paul Foatar'a Daughter. Post 8yo, 
illastrated boards, 2a.: crown Syo. 
cloth extra, 8b. 6d. 

Cooper.— Heart Salvage, by 

Sea and Land. Stories by Mrs. 
CpOPBB (JCatharinb Saumobrs). 
Three Vois^ crown 8vo. 

Copyright.— A Handbook of 

Engllah and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatio Worka. Bf 
SiDMBY jBRROLo, sf the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
8to, cloth limp, 2l. 6d. 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances 

of the Weat of England; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cooiwall. jpollected and Edited 
by RoBBRT Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illnstrations by 
GaoRQB Cruikshamb. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Creasy — Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton CoUege. By Sir 
EewARD Crbasy. Author of ^' The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.* 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^t, with 13 
Portraits, 7a. 6d. 

Crulkshank (George) : 
The Comlo Almanack. Complete in 
Two Sbribs : The First from 1835 
to 1843 ; the Sbcomd from 1844 to 
1833. A Gathering of the Bbst 
HuuouR of Thacrbrat, Hood, Mat- 
BBW, Albbrt Smitb, A'Bbcbbtt, 
Robert Bbouor, Ac With s,|soo 
Woodeots and Steel Engravings by 

CrUIRSHANB. HINB, LAKOBLL& Ac. 

Crown 8v^ cloth gilt, two Tecy thick 
▼olBass, 71. M. esch. 
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Crdixsbank (G.), eofaitmed-^ 

The Life of George Crulkehank. By 
Blanch ARO JerrolD) Author en 
"The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 60. 

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiinl re- 
production of Major's Edition, with 
97 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by George Cruieshamb, choicely 
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7b. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies, 
printed on hand>made paper, with 
India proofs oi the Illastrations, 368. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
eloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Cyples. — Hearts of Gold: A 
Novel. ByWtxxiAMCYPLBS, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Daniel. ^Merrfe England In 

the Olden Time. EvGeorob Daniel. 
With Illustrations ov Robt. Cruie- 
SBANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. 6d. 

Daudet.-— Port Salvation; or, 

. The Evangelist By Ai.phonsb 

' Daudet. Translated by C Harrt 

MEI.TZBR. With Portrait of the 

' Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

88. ed. 

pavenant.*^What shall my 

Son beP Hints fiar Parenle on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenamt, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

bavles (Dr. N. E.), Works by : 

One Thousand Medical Maxims. 
Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth, 18. 8d. 

^ 'Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 28.; 
cloth liitip, 28. 6d. {Shortly, 

Davles' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psadms' I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 

Sblished MSS.. lor the irst time 
Uected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev, 
. A» 3. Grosabt. D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, Uk 



De Mal8tre.~A Journey Round 

My Roonn. By Xavier db Maibtrb. 
Translated, by Henry Attwbll. Post 
8vo, clottt .Imp, 28. 6d. 

De Mllle^A Castle In Spain. 

A Nove^ By Jambs Db Mills. With 
a Frontlfipiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Sb. nd. ^^ 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Our Lady of Tears. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

CIroe'e Lovers. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 18 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, IB. each. 
Sketches by Box. 1 Nicholas Nicklefay 
Pickwick Pape*^ | Oliver Twist. 

The Speeohee of Charles Dicksns. 
{May/air Library,) Post 8vo, cloth 
mp, 28. 6d. 

The Speechee of Charlee Dickens, 
X84X-X870. With a MewBibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefiaced by Richard Hbrnb Srbf- 
BBBO. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 6b. 

About England with DIokens. By 
Alfred Rimmbr. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C A. Vandbrhoof, Alfred 
RiuMER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 108. Od. 

Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of Mfraoles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic^ By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; hf.-bound, 98. 

The Reader's Handbook of Allu- 
sions, References, Rots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer. 
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
thion^hont, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
eloth extra, 78. 6d« 

Authors and thetr Works, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
**The Readers Handbook/' sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. E. C. 
Brbwbb, LL.D. Crown 6vo, cloth 
limp, 28, 

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information; in- 
dnding the Names of Celebrated 
Status Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats^ Roins, Chorches, Shijpe, 
Streets, Clnbs, Natural Curiosities 
and the like. By Wm. A: Wbbbleb 

. . and Charles G. Wheblbb. Demy 
.|va 9lotb extra^ 78. 90.: 



8 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



DlCnOMAKISS, 

Short Sayings of Qraat Mm. With 
Historical mod BzpteBatory Notes. 
By Samuxl a. Bbmt. liUk. Domf 
8to, cloth eztxa, 7t. M. 

A Dlotloiiary of tho Dnunm: Befai< 
a coBprehensiTe Guide to the Plays, 
PlaTfmghts,Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kinfdom and Anerica, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Datsmpost Aoaiis. 
A thick voliimaa crown 8vo^ half- 
bonndtUkM. Un ^r^pturaltion. 

The Slang Dictionary: Btymolocioal, 
Historical, and AnecdotaL Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. Si. 0d. 

Woman of the Day: A Biographical 
Dictionary. ByFaAMCBSHATS. Cr. 
8to, cloth extra, Sl 

Wopdo, Faete, and Phraaaa: A Die* 
tiomury of Corioos, Qoaint, and Out- 
of-the-way Matters. By Buxxxa 
BDWAKD8. New and Cheaper Issve. 
Cr. 8vo, d. ex., ft. gd. ; h£^bd.,Si. 

Diderot.— The Papadox of Act- 

Ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's **Le Paradoxe sor le 
Com^dien," hy Waltbx Hbrxiss 
Pollock. With a Prefiice by Hbmrt 
I RviMO. Cr. 8vo» in parchment, 4i. 8d. 

Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 

Literary Frivolltlea.Fanelea,Folll6S, 

and Frolics. Post 8vo, d. Ip., ft. 6d. 

' Poetical Ingenultlea and Eooentri- 

citlea. Post 8vo, cloth Ifanp, ft gd. 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towna; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doxam, 
F.S.A. With 98 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ea., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7l. gd. 

Drama, A Diotionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davbnport 
Adams. (Uniform with BaxwxR's 
"Reader's Handbook.") Crown Bvo^ 
half-bound, 1ft gd. jln preparMum, 

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 
cl. ex.. Vignette Portraits. Si. per VoU 
Ben Jonson'e Worsrs. With Notes 
Critical and Expiuiatorf , and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir hy Wm . Gifford. 
Bdit by Col. Cummimoham. s Vols. 
Chapman'a WoHca. Complete in 
Three Vols. VoL I. contains the 
Plays complete, Including denbtfol 

' ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, wnh IntrodncloryBssay 
byA.C.8wiiiBURMB; Vol.III.,Tna»> 
tatlcM of tha Iijad and Odyasay, 



Dramatists, Th* Ousb coa ftaw gd— 
Mariowa'a WoHca. Indnding hia 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introdm^ion, by CoU CuMimia- 
RAM. One Vol. 
Maaalnger'a Piaya. From the Text of 
WixxiAM Giftord. Edited hy CoL 
CoitMHiQHAii. One Vol 

Dyer. — The Folic - l^re of 

Planta. By T. F. Trxsblton Dtbr, 
M.A., Ac* Crown 8vc^ cloth extra. 
7l.8tt. {In preparaUgH, 

Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Rev. A.B.GRO8ART, D.D. Crown 

8to, cloth boards Si. per Virfume. 
FletoheKa (QHoa, ao.) Complat* 

Poema. One Vol. 
Davlaa' (Sir John) Comptata 

Poetloal Worka. Two Vols. 
Harrlek'a (Robmrt) Oompleta Ool- 

lacted Poama. Three Vols. 
SIdnay'a <Sli» Phllln) Comptat* 

Poetic al Worica. Three Vols. 

Harbart (Lord)of Charbury'a Poama. 
Bdited, with Introdnction, by J. 
Churton Collims. Crown gvo, 
parchment, gt. 

Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post gyo, iUos- 

trated boards, ft. 
Arohia Lovall. Post gvo, Ulnst bds.. 

ft. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, ft. Sd. 

Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovet By 

Bdwaro E00LB8TON. Post 8fo, illust. 
boards, ft ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, ft gd. 

Emanuel. — On Diamonds and 

PreolouaStonea: their IXlstory,ValQe, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining theii Reality. By Harry 
Bmamubl, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted Ad plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, gl. 

Englishman's House, The : A 

Practical Guide to all Interested m 
Selecting or Building a Hooie, with 
full Estimates of Cos^ Qnantides, ftc. 
By C. J . Richardson. Third Edition. 
Nearly 600 Illusts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex.,Ta.gd. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.8J^.), 
Works by: 

■ Storlea ffom tha State Papera. 
With an Autotype Facsimila. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gi. 
The LIfs and TImaa of Prinoa 
Charlea Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Souroes. New and Cheaper 
Bdition, with a Portrait, crowa 8?gL 
ciothMtra.7g.SA. 



CHATTO 4* WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 



Eyes, The.— How to Use oup 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By 
John Browning, F.ItA.S., ftc. Witb 
37 inostrations. Crown 8to, If.; doflit 
ti.6d. 

FaJpholt— Tobacco: Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ao- 
coont of the Plant and its Mano^ 
fscture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Conntries. By P. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontis- 
|>iece and upwards of xoo Illustra- 
tions by the Author. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, w. 

Famltiap Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Information: 
including the Names of Celebrated 
StatuM. Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ship«^ Streets, 
Club^ Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By William A. Whbblbr, 
Author of" Noted Names of Fiction ; '* 
and Charlbs Gt. Whbblbr. Demy 
8vo^ cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candia : 
■Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo. cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

On tha Various Forces of Natura, 
and their Relations to each other: 
J:.ectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crooxbs, F.CS. 
Post 8va cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations. 4s. 6d. 

Fln-Bec — The Cupboard 

PafMra: Observations on the Art of 
Livina and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 8i. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

Tha Racreatfona of a Literary Man ; 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Tha World Behind tha Scanes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SB. 6d. 

LIttIa Easaya: Passages from the 
Letters of Charlbs Lamb, Post 
8vo, cloth limp, ti. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illnstrated boards, tt, esch. 
Bella Donna. | Navar Forgottan. 
Tha Saoond Mrs. Tlllotaon. 
Polly. 

Saventy^va Brooka Straati 
Tha Lady of Brantoma. 



Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com. 

pleta Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over- Death, anct 
Minor Poema. with Memorial-Intro* 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
GaosART, D.D. Cr. 8vo^ cloth bds., 68 . 

Fonblanque. — Filthy Lucre : A 

Novd. By Albamt db Fonblanqub. 
Post 8vo, aiustnited boards. 2s. 

Franclllon (R. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illust boards, 2i. each. 
Olympla. | Quean Cophetua. 
Ona by Ona. 

Eathor'a Qlova. Fcap. 8vOt j^ture 

cover. If. 
A Real Quean. Cr. 8vo. cl. extra, 9b. gd. 

French Literature, History of. 

Bv Hbnrt Van Laun. Complete in 
3 vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7b. 60. each. 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartlb Frxrb, G.C.S.I., ftc. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. ML ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, ». 

Friswell.— Oneof Two: A Novel. 
By Hain Friswbll. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated b oards, li. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 
CIroua LHts and Cireua Celebrltiaa 
The Lives of tha CoiUurera. 
Tha Old Showman and tha Old 
London Falre. 

Fry.— Royal Quids to the Lon- 
don Charities, 1884^. By Hbrbbrt 
Fry Showing their Name, Date of 
Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, 
ftc. Published Annually. Crown Svo, 
cloth, la. 8d. 

Gardening Books: 

A Year'a Work In Cardan and Qnmt- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
ByX^BORGB Glbmmt. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, Si. (ML 

Our Kitchen Oarden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Tbrrold. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 8i. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jan s 
Jbrrold. Illust Post8vo,cl. lp.4B-6d. 

The Garden that Paid tha Rent. 
By Tom Jbrroud. Fcap.-8v^ illus- 
trated cover, Ig.; cloth nmp, li. Od. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByF,G«HBATH. Crow&SvOi 
doth extra, te. ; gilt edges, M. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Garrett ^TheCapel Girls: A 

Navel. By Edward Garrbtt. Post 
8 vo.illa8t.bd8M 8b. ; cr^Svo, cUr., 8l. WL 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

foe 1884. Ono Shilling Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entided *'Phlll8tla," 
by Cbcil Powbr, i8 now appearing. 
"Science Notes," by W. Mattieo 
Williams, F.R.A.S., and "Table 
Talk," bv Syltamus Urbak, are also 
coatinaed monthly. 
V ifov ready, the Volume fof Jamuart 
to JuNB, xSSaj tmk extra^ frice 8i. 6d.{ 
Casei for bindtngt JB. Mch, 

German Popular 8torles. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grxmh, and 
Translated by EdoarTati^r. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 23 Illostrations on Steel by 
Georob Cruirshank. Square 8to, 
cloth extra, Si. 6d. ; gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 8i. 6d. each; 

post 8vo, ilioatrated boards, Ss. each. 

Queen of the 



Robin Gray. 
Foi* Lack of Gold. 
What Will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
For the Klntf. 



Meadow. 
In PasturesQreen 
Braee of Yarrow. 
The Flower of the 

Forest. [lem. 
A Heart's Proh- 



Post 8vo, illustrated bo<u:ds, 2l. 
The Dead Heart. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. fid. each. 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 

crown 8vo. 
Found Out. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 
^ tShoHly, 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post 8vQ, illustrated boards, Ss. esch. 
Qr. Austin's Gueets. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
J ames Duke, Coeterm onger. 

<liJbert {W. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each cdmplete in 
itself, price Si. 6d. each. 

«7^®/l^*,^«^* contafas— The 
Wicked World—Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea— Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth— Tkial by Jury. 

The Sbcond Sbribs contains^Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— DanTDruce— Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinaforo-The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Peocance. 



Qlenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Gborgb 
GtBNNT. Post 8yo, cloth limp, Sl 6d. 

Godwin. — Lives of the Necro- 

mancere. Bv William Godwim. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnits sizeX cloth 

limp, 2s. per volume. 
Bayard Taylor's Diverelone of th« 
Eoho Club. 

Bennetf e (Dr. W. C.) BaHad Hfetory 
of England. 

Bennett'e (Dr.) Songs for Sailors. 
Byron'e Don Juan. 
Qodwin'e (William) LIvea of the 
Neoromanoere. 

Holmee'e Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introductioa 
by G« A. Sala. 

Holmes's Profeeeop at the Bf^sak 
fast Table. 

Hood'e Whime and Oddities. Com* 
plete. All (he original Illustrations. 

Irvlng'e (Washington) Talee of a 
Traveller. 

Irvlng'e (Washington) Tales of the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse'e (Edward) Scenes and Oe- 
oupatlons of a Country Ltfo. 

Lamb'e Essays of Blla. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Intsoduction by 
Bo-yuND Ollibr. 

Mai lory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d* Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Momt- 

GOIfBRIB RaNRING. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiB,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefouoauld'e Maxima and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Saintb-Bbuvb. 

St. Plerre'e Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited. with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarkb. 

Shelley'e Early Poeme, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Lsiaa Hunt. 

Shelley'e Later Poeme: Laon mn4 
Cythna, &c. 

Shelley'e Posthumoue Poomei the 
Shelley Papere, &c. ^ 
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GoLDBR Library, Tn, eoKiinued-~ 
Shelley's Ppom Woi^koL iifclnding A 

Refutation of Deism, zaatrozzi, St. 

Irvyne, &c. 
White's Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 

Thoma s Brown, F.L.S. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An Bnctclopjbdia of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
Theodorb Tayxx>r. Crown fivo, cloth 
gilt and gilt edges, 7t. 6d. 

Gordon Gumming (C. F.),WoPks 
by: 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous fidl-page Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
81.60. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Demy &VO, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

jShortly, 

Graham. -^ The Professor's 

Wife : A Storjr. By Leona«d Graham. 
Fcap. Bvo, picture cover, l8.; cloth 
e*tra, 2g. fld. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. Bv Ernst Gubl and W. 
KoNSR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEFTBR. With M^ Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition) demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. wL 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 
The WHds of London. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8b. 6d. 

Low-Llfs Deeps: An Accoont of the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards^ 2i. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geographv in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Gutot. With Additions by 
Professors Aoassm, Piercx, and Gray; 
12 Mapi and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4a. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNctJS. Crown 8vo, Is. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 



Hake's (Dr. T. G.) Posiis, e&Mtinuu^ 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo^ cloth 
extra, 6b. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo 
cloth extra, 6b. 

The Seraent Play. Crown ftvo, cloth 
extra, ft. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C Hall. With 
numerous lUustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclisb, Gilbert, Harvry, 
and Gr. Cruxkshank. Medium 6vo, 

- cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Halllday.—E very-day Papers. 

Bv Andrbw Hallidat. Post Svo, 
ilfnstrate4 boards, >8. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over lOO Facsimiles and Bx- 

Slanatory Text By Don Fslix ds 
ALAMANCA. POSt 8vO, cloth limp, 

28. 6d. 

Hanky.Panky: A Collection of 
Very EssyTrick8,Very Difficult Tjrkks, 
Whits Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Crbmbr. With aoo 
Illttsts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,4a. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady DufTMs). — Paul 

Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Harot. Post 8vo, iilust. 
boards, 28. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd.'* Crown tvo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

- The Art of Dress.' With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, IB.; cloth limp, l8. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 6b. 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo^ 
-handtomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, IOb. 6a. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eig^t Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schopls. Demy -8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R.).— Amerlcaii 
Humorists. Including Washington 
Irvinq, Olivkr Wbnbell Holmrs, 
Tames Russbll Lowell, ARTsxros 
Ward,Mmik Twain, and Bret Hartb. 
By ths Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A.. 
Crown 8vo cloth extra, §8. 
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Hawthorne {Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloCh extra. Si. M. each ; 
post 8vo, illnttnted boards. Si. each. 

Qftrth. I Sebastian StromSi 

«lloe Quentln. I Duet. 

Prinoe Saponl'e WHlk 



Mre. Oalnebopough'e Diamonds 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated oorer, la. ; 
doth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. 0A. each. 

Fortune'e Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. With lUostntiooa 
by A. Frbdxricks. 

Mercy Holland, and other Stories. 
Three Vols., crown Svo. [Shor tly, 

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and 

his wife. By Julian Hawthormb. 
With 6 Steel-ptate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, Sla. 

tTwentj-five copies of an BdUUm dg 
Lux§, printed on the best liandrmade 
paper, large Svo sise. and with India 
proofis 6i the lUnstrations, are reserved 
for sale in England^ price 48i. per set. 
Immediate application should be made 
by anyone desirinc a copv of this 
special and very limited Edition.] 

Heath (F. Q.). — My Garden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gsorob Hbatr, Author of 
•• The Fern World," &c Crown Svo, 
cl.ex., 5s. ; cl. i^lt, gilt edges. Si. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Aniraals and their Masters. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
Si. 6d. » r» 

Ivan de BIron : A NoveL Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, Ss. 6d«; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, is. 



Heptalogia (The); or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells, Cr. Svo, cloth extra, Oi. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited,'with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown Svo, bound hi parchment. Si. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, ana Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Noteo by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosarc, D.D.f Stoel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and GlossJarial Index, 
ftc Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth, ISs. 



Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier 

Emat vonX Works by : 
Tunis: Ths Land and the People. 
With as Illustrations. Crown Svo. 
cloth sxtca, 88. Sd. 

Tha New South-West: TravelUng 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arisona, and Northern Mexico. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy Sva cloth extra, 
14s. iln prepofotion 

Hind ley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown Svo^ cloth extra, Ss. Sd. each. 

Tavern Aneqdotee and Savings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns. Cofiise Houses, Oubs, &c 
With lUnstrations. 

The LIfs and Ad venturee of a Cheap 
Jaok. By One of the Fratemi^. 
Edited by Charlbs Hindlbt. 

Hoey. — The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Casrbl Host. With » Illus- 
trations by P. MacNab, Three Vols., 
crown Svo. [Shortly. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by : 

The Autoerat of tha Breukflast^ 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
Ss. Sd.; another Edition in smaller 
tvpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, Ss. 

The Profiseeor at the Breakflast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, Si. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voloe Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmbs, M.D. ^th lUns- 
trations. Cr. Svo, Is. ; cL limp. Is. Sd. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hdbd's Choloa Works, In Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and soo Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7k. Sd. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original lUns. 
trations. Pest Svo, cloth limp, Ss. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to tha North Pelai 
A Noah's ArkaBological Narrative. 
WiUi as Illustrations by W. Brum- 
TON and E. C Barnbs. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Sl 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. PostSva 
iUustrated boards, Ss. 
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Hook'8 (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
morous WoricSy inclnding hit Lndi- 
crous AdventoreSfBons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illiists. Cr. 8vo, cL extra, gilt, 7l. 6d. 

Hooper.— The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hoopbk. 
Post 8vo, illastrated boards, ta, 

■-■■■■ ■■ ^l'^ ■ ■ ■ I — ^^^M^^^— ^11^1^^^— ■—^^^^^M^— ^^—i^M* 

Home — Orion : An Epic Poem, 

in Three Books. By Richard Hbk- 
GiST HoRNB. With Photographio 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7l. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and LAboui*, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered t Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. ByGsoRGB 
HowELU Cr. 8to, cloth extra, 78. 6A. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, iHustrated boards, 8i. 

Hunt.->E88ay8 by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Glubb. Peat 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Thopnlcroft's Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jban Ingblow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2b. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcb- 
VAL Gravbs. Post 8vo, cl. ump, 28. 6d. 

Irving (Washlngton),Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. each. 
Talee of a Travellep.. 
Tales of the Alhambra. 

Janvier. — Practical Keramlcs 

fOP Studente. By Catbbrinb A. 
Jawvibr. Crow n 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; or post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of ConnaughC 



Jefferles (Richard), Works by: 

Natui^ neap London. Crown SrOb 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Life of the Fields. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, 68. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

Cuploeltlee of Cpltloiem. PostSvo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 

Sketch. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

[In the press, 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roeicpuolans: Their Rites and Mys> 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Haroravb Jbnninos. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Bditioo, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Jerroid (Tom), Works by: 

The Gapden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus- 
trated cover, l8. ; cloth hmp, l8. 6d. 

Household Hortlcuttupe: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Janb 
Jerrold. Illust. Post 8vo,cl.lp.{».6d. 

Cup Kitchen Qapden: The jPlants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jbrbolo. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Countpy Llfls. By Edwabo 
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Jones (Wm., F.8JV.), Works by: 
F(ngep-Ring Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
flooIUusts. Cr. 8vo, cL extra, 78. 6d. 
Cpedulitlee, Past and Ppesent; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word aad Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, BurdsT Ego, Luck, ftc. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
Cpowne and Coponatlone : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Conn- 
tries. With One Hundred Illne- 
trationa. Cr, Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6Ai 

Jonson*s (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv William 
GiFFORO. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
mNOHAM. Three Vcms., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 168. ; or separately, 68. each. 

JosephuSfTheCompleteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taming both ** The Antiquities of the 
Jews ''^and ** The Wars of the Jews.** 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 5a IlhistratioiiB 
tad Maps, doth extra, gilti Ms. 



BOOKS PUSU5BBI> BY 



Mtekiy.-^lnterludet and Vn» 

dcrtoiiM : or. Music at TwUlcht By 
Cbaslss IfAciAY, LUD. Cioim8vo» 

cloth extra, Cfc 

Magloian'a Own Book fThe): 

Perfonnaacet with Copa ana Balls, 
Egg% Hats. Handkerchiefs, ftc All 
iTom aetnai Experience. Edited by 
W. H. CUMsa. Witheoo Itlostrations. 
Crown Svo, doth extra, 4m. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery: Tricks vrith 
Cards, Dice, Balls, Ac., with folly 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, Ac With Colonred 
Prontispiece and many lUostrations. 
Crown 8vo» cloth extra, 4a. 6d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 

simile of the Original in the British 
Mnsevm, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by a leet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colonrs. 
Price Si. 

Mallook (W. H.), Wopka by: 

The New Republic; or.Cnltnre, Faith 
and Philosopfay in an English Country 
Honse. Post 8vo, cloth ump, Si. 6d.; 
Cheap Edition, ilhistrated boards. Si. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Tost Bvo, doth 
limp. Si. 6d. 

Poema. Small 4to^ bonnd is parch- 
ment, Si. 

la LHIs worth Living f Crowa Svo^ 
cloth extra, an. 

Mallopy'a (8lp Thomas) Mopt 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthnr 
and of the Knights of the Ronnd Table. 
Edited by B. MoMTOOiiBua Ramxxmo. 
Post 8vo, doth limp, Si. 

Maplo¥fe'8 Works. Incloding 
his Transladons. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cvnmimo- 
HAM. Crown 8TO, doth extra, 61. 

Mapryat(Fiorenoe}, Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, doth ^tra. 8l. 6d. each ; or, 
post 8vob Hlnstrated boards Si. 
Open 1 Seaama I 
Written In FIra. 



Post 8vo, iUnstrated boaxds,Si. each. 
A Harveet of Wild Oata. 
A LIttIa Stepeon. 
Fighting the AIf. 



Mastepman.— Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. By T. MASTxa- 
-"■' Post 8vo. illustrated boards, Si. 



Mapk Twain, Works by: 

The Choloa Worka of Mark Twaink 
Revised and Corrected threai^ioiit by 
the Author. With Lifa^Portrsit. and 
numerous IllnstratioBib CrawaSvo^ 
doth extra, Ta M. 

The Advanturea of Tom Saarytf^ 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Si. 

An Idle Exouralon,and other Sketohea 
Post 8vOk illoatrated boards, Sk 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly aoo Illustrationai OowaSvo, 
doth extra, 7a fid. 

The Innooente Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being eome Ac- 
count of the Steamship ** (Quaker 
City's** Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
834 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. dotl» 
extra, Ti. 6d. Chbap Edition (under 
the title of** Maxk Twaim'8 Plbasubb 
Taip *•), poet 8vo, illast boards. Si 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Dhistra- 
tiona Crown 8vo, doth extra, TaM.; 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sa 

Tha Stolon White Elephant, Ae^ 
Crown 8vo.doth extra, w., post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. Si. 

Lifts on tha MIseleelppl. With about 
300 Original lUustratiooai down 
8vo, doth extra, Ta 6d. 

mho Adventurea of Hueklaborry 
Finn. With numerons niusts. Cr. 
8vo^ doth extra, ?>. 6d. jPrtpmHng, 

Masslngep's Plays. From tl^e 

Text of WiLLiAif GiTFORD. Edited 
by CoL CuNNiiioBAii. Crowa 8vo, 
doth extra, 6a 

Mayhew. — London Chapacteps 

and the Humoroua Side of London 
Life. By HsNar Maybbw. With 
numerous Illustrationa Crown Bvo^ 
cloth extra, 8a 8d. 

MayfaiP LIbPapy, The: 

Post 8vo, doth limp, Sa Od. per Vdumoi. 

A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavibx Da Maistxb. Translated 

by HxMXT Attwxll. 

Latter-Day Lyrlce. Edited by W. 

DaVSMPOXT ADAIIi. 

Quipe and QuIddltleaL Sdeeted by 
W. Davxmpoxt Adams. 

The Agony Cohimn of "Tha TImea,* 
from 1800 to 187a Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Auca Clat. 

Balzao'e "Comedle Humalno" and 
its Author.. With Translatums fav 
H. H. WALXxa. 

Melancholy Anatomleed : A Popular 
Abridgment of ** Bartioa*a Anatonqr 
of Melancbdy.". 
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If ATFAim LiBBAKT, «0N<amMK^ 

Oastronomy as a FliM Art By 
Buxxat-Satakim, 

' Th« Speeches of ChaHee Dickens. 

LKerapy FrivoUtlee, Fanclee, Follleeb 
and Froilce. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuitlee and Eccentrlol- 
tlee. Selected and Edited brW.T. 

DOBSOM. 

The Cupboanl Papere. By Fm-Bsc. 

Original Playe by W. S. Gilbbrt. 

First Sbribs. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace of Tmth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Playe by W. S. Gilbbrt. 
Sbcomd Sbribs. C<Mitaining: BrcAen 
Hearts — Enga^ — Sweethearts — 
Gretchett-Danl Dmoe— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pmafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and HuntOHF. 
Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcbtal 
Gravbs. 

Animals and thsip Masters. By Sir 

Arthur Hblps. 

Social Preeeure. By Sir A. Hblps. 

Curiosltlee of Orltlolsm. By Hbmbt 
J. Jbmminos. 

The Autocratof the BreakflutTabls. 
By Olivbr Wbndbll HoLMftt. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robxxt 
Kbmpt. 

LIttIs Eeeays : Sketches and Chsrao- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Pbrct FiTBOBBAUk 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lab- 
woon. 

.Forensic Ansodotes; or, Hnmoor snd 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwooo. 

Theatrical Ansodotss. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cookayns. By Hbnbt S. 
Lbigh. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Hbnbt & 
Lbioh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By E. Lynn Linton. 

Witch Storlee. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Oureelves: Essays on Wcmsa* By 
B. Lynn Linton. 

Pastlmee and Players. By Robbkt 
Macgrbgor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallocb. 

The New Republto. By W. H. Mai^ 

LOCK. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H. Cboliisnd^ 
uiy^Pbnnbll. 



Mayvaib Libbabt, COW tf S Sfd — . ^ 

Pegaeue Re-Saddled. Bv H. Chou- 
mondblby-Pbnnbu.. lilostrated by 
Gborqb Do Mauribb. 

Muees of IMayflalr. Edited by H. 
Cholmondblby-Pbnnbu.. 

Thoreau : His Lifs snd Aims. By 
H. A. Paob. 

Punlana. By ths Hon. Hugh Rowlbt. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

ROWLBYw 

The Phlloeophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Fblu db Salamanca. 

By Stream and Sea. By Wiluam 
Sbniob. 

Old Stories Rs^old. By Waltbb 
Thornbury. 

Leavee frwn a Naturalist's Nots- 
Book. By Dr. Anorbw Wilson. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Da vies, 
L.R.C.P. Lend. Cr. 8vo^ Is. ; cl., Is. fid. 

Merry Cirole H'he) : A Book of 
New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bbllbw. Witb 
numerous Illustrations. Croim 8vO| 
cloth extra, 4b. 6d« 

Mexican Mustang (On a). 

Through Texas, from the Guff to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Albx. E. Swbbt and 
J. Armoy Knox. Editors of ** Texas 
Siftinn.** 400 Illnsts. Cr. 8yo, doth 
extra, 71. fid. 

MIddlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Qo. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, 8B.6d.; postSTO, illnst.bds., Ss. 

Mr. Dorl 1 1 Ion. Post 8yo, illust. bds., Ss. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Young: or, The House of Life : Hu< 
man Foysiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Qasses and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
F. Fbnwicx Millbb. Small Svo, dotb 
limp, 2s. fid. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet, 
Wmes, Soaps, Baths. &c. Small 8vo, 
Is. ; doth extra. Is. fid. 

The Bath In DIssases of the Skin. 
Small 9vo, Is. ; doth extra. Is. fid. 

Ths Laws of Life, snd their Relatkn 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small fivo^ 
Is. ; doth eitrsylfi. fid. 
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BOOKS POBUSHED BY 



MoncplefT. — The Abdication ; 

c»; Time Tries AIL An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncusff. 
With Seven Etchings by Jobm Pbttib, 
R.A.. W. Q. Orchardsok, R.A., J. 
Macwrxrtbr, A.R.A., Colih Huntsr, 
R. MACBBTH.and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in backram, ill. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown 8 vo,cloth extra. Si. Sd. each ; 
post 8to, iilustrated boards, li. each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Joteph'a Coat. 

Coale of Fire. 

By the Qate of the 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. M. each. 

Val Strange: A Story of the Primroee 
Way. 

Hearte. 

The Way oftheWorldj; 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 
CoMYMS Carr. IUusL by Ramoolfb 
Caldbcott. Square SvOb doth extra, 
7a. 6d. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

the Spirit of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Waltbr 
Grahams. With Illustratiens by J, 
MoYR Smitb. Post 8yo, cloth extra, 
6iL 

Nureery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davxbs, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo^ Is. { 

cloCh, la. 6a. 

Oliphant. ^ Whiteladies : A 

. NeveL With Illustrations by Arthur 
HopxiNS and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. Od.; post 8vo^ 
illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Connor Lord Beaoonsfleid 

A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P, 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringinK the book down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. Sd. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A NoveL With Illustrations by Hbnrt 
Tucb. P ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 28 . 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Worlcs 

by: 
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Muslo and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

l-aye of France. Crown 8vOb elotll 
extra, 108. eo. 



Ouidfiu Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

oloth extra, fis. each ; post 8vo, fllus* 
trated boards, Ss. each. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strathmora. 

Chandoa. 

Under Two Flags. 

Caoll Caetle- 
malna'e Qage. 

Idalla. 

Triootrln. 

Puok. 

Folle Farina. 

TwoLlttleWoodan 
Shoes. 



A Dog of Flanders. 

PasoareL 

SIgna. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Mothe. 

Pipletreflo. 

A Village 

mune. 
BlmM. 
In Maremma. 



Com 



Wanda: A NoreL Crown Svo^ clodi 
extra, 5s. 

Freecoee : Dramatic Sketches. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. {ShorUy. 

BImbI : Prbsbntatxon Bditiom. Sq. 
8vo, doth gilt, dnnsmon edges, 

PrIncees Napraxlna. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 81s. 6d. 

Wisdom. WJt and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouxoa by F. 
Syombt Morris. SmsU orown Svo^ 
dott extra, Ss. 

Page (H. A.}, Works by : 

Thereau : His Life and Aims x A Study. 
With a Portrait Poet 9v% dotti 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Lights on the Way i Some Tales with- 



in a Tale. By Uib late J. H. 
AMDBR, B.A. Edited by H. A. P40B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, C s. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. BTCazi^ 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum : 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By Wiixjam Knioht, 
M.R.C.S., and Eswars Knight, 
L.R . CP. Crown 8vo, Is.; doth, ls.6d. 

Paul Ferroll: 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, 2b. eseh. 
Paul Ferroll : A NoveL 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his WIHs, 

Paul.— Gentle and 8lmple. By 

Maroarst AeNBS Pauu Whh M 
Frontispieoe by Hbuen Patbbsom. 

Or. 9vo^ dokb eztra.lB. Sl.i psst tvsw 
Dlostrated boards. iB. 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 

CrowB 8vo, cloth extra, St. 6d. eaeh; 
post 8vo, illnstrated boards, 2i. each. 

Lost SiP MaMlngbepd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walters Word. 

Halves. 1 Fallen Fortunss. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. t High Splrlte. 

Under One Roof. I Carlyon's Year. 

A Confldentlal Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Crape from a Thorn. 

For Cash Only. | From Exile. 

Pest 8T0, illustrated boards, 2i. eadu 

A Perfeot Treasure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. (. At Her Mercy. 

A. Woman's Vengeance. 

Ceoirs Tryst. 

The Clyffku<ds of ClyfRs. 

The Family Scapegrace 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Humorous Storlss. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Kit; A Memory. Crown 8to, cloth 
extra, 8s. 6d. 

The Canon's Ward, "^th Portrait 
of Author. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

In Peril and Privation : A Book for 
Boys. With numerous Illustrft- 
tions. Crown 8vo, elo(b extra, 6b. 

jln preparation, 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

The Musee of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Socitft«, Selected and Edited by H. 
Ck Pbmnbll, 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. . With Ten fiiU« 
page lUusts. by G. Du Mauribr. 

Phelps.— Beyond the Gates. 

By Elizabeth Stuart Phblps, 
Author of '* The Gates Ajar.** Crowa 
8vo, cloth SJEtra, St, Gd. 



PIrkls.— Trooping With Cpows,: 

A Story. ByCATHBRiNsPiRBi^. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, Is. 

Planche («l. R.), Works by: 
The Oyclopaedla of Coetume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Military— from 
the Earliest Period ia Baglaad to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of €:oatemporaneous 
Fashions oa the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., dechy 4to, half morocco 
profosely Illnstrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£7 78. The Vols, mvr also be had 
ttparaUfy (each complete in itself) 
si £8 131. 6d. each : Vol. I. Thb 
DictiONART. Vol. II. A Gbnbral 
History op Costumb im Europb. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or. Her- 
aldry Founded upon Pacts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and soo Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8VO, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Son^ and Poehis, from 1819 to 1879. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarmbss. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ■ ■ 

Play-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby-land. By Edward Stanpord. 
Large 4to, handsomely printed in 
Colours, SB. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Lke of Plutarch, by Iohm and 
William Langrornb. two Vols., 
8vo, dot h extra, with Portraits, lOg. Cd. 

Poe (Edgar Allan) i-~ 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Fob. With 
an Introductory Essay by Crarlbs 
Bavdblairb, Portrait and Fac- 
Bin:Jles. Crown 8vo, d. extra, 78. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. and 
other Stories. Post 8to, Ulust.bd8.,28. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete In One Vol. Pest 8vo, cl. limp, 2b. 

Power.-~Ph]llstia: A Novel By 
Cbcxl Powbr. Three Vols., crown 
8vo. tShortly, 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 
Valentlna: A Sketch. With a Fron- 
tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. Svo, 
cL ex., 88. 6d.; post 8vo,illttst. bds.,8s. 
The Forefgnere. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 88.6d. 

Mrs. LancasteKs Rival. Crown 8to^ 
cloth extra, 8b. 6d» 



J. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Proctor (RIchd. A.), Works by ; 

Flow«r«ofth«Sky. With S5 IUi»ta* 
Small crown 8vo, cloth estta, 4t. 6d. 

Ea«y Star LcMons. ^I^tfa Star Maps 
for Byery Ni«ht in tha Yaar, Draw- 
ings of the ConatelUtioas, Ac 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, tt. * 

Famlllap Sclanea Studies. Crown 
8ro, cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

Rough WMf« made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Sttbjeets. Cr. 8vo, cloth eztra,6i. 

Oup Plaoe among Inflnltlea : k Series 
of Essays contrasting oar Little 
Abode in Space and Tune with the 
Infinities Around na. Crpwn fivo, 
cloth extra, Sl 

The Expanae of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8to, cloth extra, 6i. 

Saturn and Its Systam. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lOi. $d. 

Tha Qpaat Pypamid: Obserratory, 
Tomb^ and Temple. With Illns- 
trationa. Crown 8to, cloth extra, 8i. 

MyaterlaaofTlmaandSpaoe. With 
lUuats. Cr. 8to, cloth extra, 7t. 6d. 

Tha Unlvaraa of Sun% and other 
Science Gleanings, with Illnsts. 
Cr. 8vOk cloth extra, 7l. 6d. [Skoiify» 

Wagea and Wanta of Sclanoa 
vybrkara. Crown 8to, li. 6d. 

Pyrotechnlst'sTreasupyfThe); 

or. Complete Art of Makina Firoworks. 
Bt Thomas Kxntish. With nnmerons 
Illnstrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extta, 4a. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. FaithfaUv 

Translated firom tha French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charao- 
teristio Illustrations by Gustavb 
Doai. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 8d. 

Rambosson. — Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambossor, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated bv C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustraticms. 
and a beautifully executed Chart ot 
Spectra, 71. Cd. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Aflualona, Rafisrvnoea, Plota, and 
Sterlea. By the Rev. Dr. Brbwkr. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containmg a 

COMPLBTB EnGUSH BIBLXOORAPHT. 

Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pagMy cloth extra, 78. fid. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Bbn- 

tAMIN WABD RlCRAnOSON, M.D., fto. 
:rowB 8vok doth extra, tt. 



Reade fCharfes, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, ilhtst, bds., ti. each ; 
or or. 8vo, d. ex., illnst.8i. 6d. each. 

PMWofnngton. ninstrated by S. L. 
FiLDBS, A.R.A. 

Chrlatle JohnatoiM. lUnstrated by 
William Smalu 

It la Navei> Too Lata to Mend. D- 
Instrated by G. J. Piitwbll. 

Tha Courea of Tpua Love Never did 
run Smooth. Ilinstiated by Hblb« 
Patbrson. 

The Autoblogmphy of a Thief; Jaelt 
of all Tradea; and Jamea LambepL 
Illustrated by Matt STasrcn. 

Love mm Llttl^ Leva me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellbh Edwabds. 

The Double Marplaga. lUust. by Sir 
John Gilbbbt, RA., and C. Kbbmb. 

The Clolatei* and tha HeaKh. Il- 
lustrated by Charlbs Kbbnb. 

Hard Caah. lUust. by F. W. Lawsoh. 

GHfnth Qaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDBs, A.iLA., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. lUust. by Do MAuaiaa. 

Put Yourself In HIa Place. Ulaa- 
trated by Robbrt Barmbs. 

A Terrible Temptation. lUu^rated 
by Edw. Hughbs and A. W. Coopbb. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 
H. Patbrson, S. L. Pildbs, A.R.A , 
C. Grbbn, and H. Woods, A.RA. 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb 
Craufobd. 

A Woman-Hatar. Illustrated by 
Thos. Couldbry. 

Readlana. With a Steel-plate Fbrtrsti 
of Charlbs Rbaob. 

SIrtgleheart and Doublefaea: A 
Blatter-d'-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. MacNab. 

Good Storiea of Men and ether 
Animate. Illustrated by £. A. Abbbt, 
Pbrcy Macquoid, and Josbph Nash. 

Tha Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated 
by JosBPH Nash. 

Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. Si. each ; 
post 8to, illustrated boards, li. each. 

Her Mother'e Darling. 

Tha Prince of Walea'a Garden Party. 



Weird Storiea. 
extra, 8s. <d. 



Crown 8vo, doth 



Rim mer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towna. With over 
SO Illnsts. Sq.8vo, cloth gflt,IOL6d. 

Ramblea Round Eton and Harrow. 

5oIUusts. Sq. 8vo, doth pit, 10i.ed. 

About England with Dlokana. With 

SSIUuStSJbyALFRBDRlMMBBBndC. A. 

VAMDBBHOOV. Sq.8vObeLgilt,U8.Si. 
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

Women are Strantfa. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, St. 6d. ; post Bvo, illust. bds., 2s. 

The Handa of Justlca. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 
The Poeta' Birds. Crown 8vo. cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
The Poets' Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 7k. 6d. {Inpreparintion, 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
UBOROB CauiKSHANK, choicelv printed. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra^ 7s. 60. A few 
Large-Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofiB of the 
Illostrations, price 86S. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Monti Reflectiona. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saimtb- 
Bkuvb. Post 8to, doth Ihnp, 2i. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or, 

. A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. X066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 68. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 

numerous Illustrations. 

Mora Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Clark, Author of 
**The Wreck of the Gnwrnof'), 
Worfca by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 08. each. 
Round the Qal ley-fire. 
On the Fok's'le Head : A Collection 
of Yams and Sea Descriptions. 

{In the press, 

9ala.— Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborqb Augustus Sala. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 9m, 

8anson. — Seven Qenerattons 

of Exeoutloners : Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (x688 to 1847). Edited 
byHBMKYSAMsoH. Cr.8vo,cl.eK.8a.Cd. 

Saunders (John), IMovels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 61. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each* 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the WorML 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion In the Patlh 

Tha Two DraamarSi 



Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by: 
Crewn 8vo, cloth extra, 18. M. esoh. 

Joan Merryweathar. 

Margaret and Ellzabath. 

Gideon's Rock. 

Tha Hi gh MHIa. 

Heart Salvage, by Sea and Land. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy. Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &C. Price id. Monthly ; or 
68. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and nnmer* 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 78. 6d. each; and Vols. XV. 
to XIX. (1883X at 58. each. Cases for 
Binding, Is. od. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon. 

An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over 100 new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele- 
gantly and appropriatdy bound, small 
4to, doth extra, ws. 

[TIm hnmediate success of "The 
Lady of the Lake," published in 1882. 
has encouraged Messrs. Cbatto and 
WiMDus to bring out a Companion 
Edition of this not less popular and 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
style, and with the same careftil and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard* 
less of oos^ Mr. Anthony's skilful 
supervision is sufficient guarantee that 
the work is elegant and tasteful as wall 
as correct.] 

M Secret Out" Series, The: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illna> 
trated, 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thonsand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "white 
Magic.** By W. H. Crbmbb. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyroteohnlst's Treaaury; or, 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kxntish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

Tha Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks, Pussies* 
and Charades. By Pbamk Bbllbw. 
With 300 IllustraUons. 

HankyPanky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficalt Tricks, White Magie, 
Sl^t of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Cbsmbr. With aoo Illustrations. 
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** SiciiBT Out ** Ssust, comtimu^^ 

TtM Mttiry Cipcle: A Book of f^ew 
InteUectuU Games and Anoaemeiits. 
By Claka Bsllew. With many 
lUnstrationt. 

Ma|lchm'tOwn Book: FsHbrmaneet 
with Copt and Balls, Bggs, Hats, 
Handkerchie% Ac All from actual 

. Ezperienoa. Bdited by W. H. Caa- 
Msa. too niostratlont. 

Maglo No Mystery: Trlcki with 
Cards, Dice, Balls^ fte., with folly 
descriptive Directions; ttie Art of 
Secret Writing; Traihing of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured rrontispieoe and many Illnt* 
trations. 

8enlop (William), Works by : 

TpsvoI and Trout In tlie Antipodes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ql 

By Stream and Sea. Post 8to, eloOi 
limp, 21, WL 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehls- 

topic Man. By Iaiies H. Stoodakt, 
Author of** The ViUage Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6f. 

Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakeepeare.— Ma. 
William SRAXB8rBARs*8 Come^es. 
Histories, and Tragedies. Poblished 
aocordingtothetme Original! Copies. 
London,Printed by Isaac Iaggakd 
and En. Blount. x6fl3.— A Repro- . 
duction of the extremely rare origmal, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photograr 
phic process — ensnnng the strictest 
accuracy in every detafl. Small 8vo, 
half-Roxbnrghe, Tf. 6d. 

T he Lanadowne Shakespeare. Bean- 
tifnlly printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type, with 
engraved facsimile of Dkobshout's 
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, In. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Talee 
from Shakespeare. By Charlxs 
and Mart Lamb. With nmnerons 
Illustrations, coloured and plaun. by 
J. MoYS Smta. Crown Ato, clotn 
gUt,6i. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Muslo. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken - 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging ■ 
from the Elixabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfrbo Roffb. 
4to, balf-Roxburghe, 7s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. ByALoxa- 
BON Charlbs Swinburmb. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Si. 



Shelley's Complete Works, fai 

Fonr Vols., post 8vo, cloth Ump, Si. ; 
or separately, Si. each. V6L L ooa- 
tains his Barly Poems. Qeeen ICab, 
ftc. With an Introduction by Lbiob 
HuMTi Vol. II., his Later Peemsb 
LaoA and Cythna, fte.; VoL III., 
. Posthumous Poeins,the Shelley Papers, 
te. ; Vol IV.. his Prose Works, fai- 
duding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
tresgi, St. Irvyne, ftc 

Aierldan : — 

Sherklan*^ Complete Wettcs, y/A&i 
Life and Anecdotes. Inchiding his 
Dramatie Writings printed fromttw 
Otighial Editums. his Worha m 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches Jokes, Puns, Ac. Witii a 
Collection of Shoidaiuana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full, 
page Tinted IHnstratioas, 78. Sd. 
Sherldan*e Comedlea: The Rivals^ 
and The Sobooi for SoandaL 
Edited, with an Introdnction and 
Kotes to each ^Play, and a Bio- 
^ paphioal Sketch of Sheridan, by 

fiRANDBBMATTHBWS. WlthDeOOn- 

five Vignettes and 10 foll-pa« lUna- 
trations. Demy 8vo, d. bos., ll^Sfl. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samubl A. Bbmt, HA. 
Demy 8yo, cloth extra, 78. fid. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Worke, including all those in 
** Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry ot 
Sidney, and Notevby the Rev. A. B. 
Gbosart, D.D. Thne Vols., crown 
8vo^ cloth boards, 18^ \ 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 

Iacob Larwood and Jobm CAnnBii 
loTTBM. Crown Svo^ cloth extra,- 
with 100 Illustrations, 7b. Sd. 

Sims (Q. R.)— How the Poor 

Live. With 60 Illustrations by Frbd. 
Barharp . La rge 4to, li. 

Sketchley.->A Matoh In the 

Dark. By Artrdb Sxbtcblxt. Post 
8vo. illustrated boards, to. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and AnecdotaL 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, Sb. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by: 

The Prinoe of ArgoHs: A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Mora 
Smith. Small 8vo« cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, 8s. Od. 
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Smith's (J. Moyk) Works, eoniimud^ 

Tales of Old Thula. Collected sod 
Illustrated bv J. Mors Smith. Cr. 
8vo, cloth dit, profusely Illust., Os. 

The Wooing of the Wat^p Witch: 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
DORNB. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

6palding.-Elizabethan Demon- 

' elotfy: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and Che Powers possested by Them. 
By T. AuTRBD Spaldimo, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth 6xtra, 58. 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W. Sfbiobt. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellbm 
Edwards. Crown 8to, cloth extra, 
8a. Cd.; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2i. 

Spensep for Children. By M. 

H. Towry. With Illustrations bv 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown Ato, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6b, 

8taunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chess; TogsUier with an Anailysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
" End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B.Wormald. New 
Edition, small or. 8yo, doth extra, 6s. 

8terndale.~The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert ArmitagbSter^- 
DALB. Cr.BvOL cloth extra, as. 6d.; post 
6vo, illustrated boards, 2s. , 

6teven8on (R.Louls), Works by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 

Cevennes. Frontbpiece by Walter 

Cranb. Poet 8vo, doth limp, 88.61. 
An Inland Voyaga. With Front, by 

W. Cranb. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., ia, 6a. 
Virgin Ibus Puerlsque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 
f amillap Studies of Men and Books. 

Crown 8ve, cloth extra, 6s. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8to, 

cl. extra, 6l* ; post 8vo, illust. bds., Si. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. 8 vo, cloth extra, 6i. 
Prince Otto: A Romance.. Crown 

8vo , cloth extra, 6^ [ Ih PrepataHon. 

6t.JoTin.~A Levantine Family. 

By Batlb St. Tobm. Post 8vob illos- 
t rate d boards, ML 

6toddard.— -Summer Cruising 
in the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust. by Wallis 
Mac KAY. Crown 8vo^ cl. extn^ 8g . 6d. 

6t. Plerre.--Paut and Vtrgfnia, 

and Ths Indian Cottage. By Bbr- 
n ARDiM St. PiBRRB. Edited, witfa life, 
byReT.B.CLARXB. Po8l8vo,cl.lp.,8i. 



Stories fK>m Foreign riovel- 

Ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alicb Zim- 
ifERN; and a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions. Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Honb. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7g. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Gtdde to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Societv, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House AccoiQmodation. with Map ^ 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d» 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in - the 
Original Edition of "Gulliver's 
Travels.** Cr. 8vo, doth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 

The Qusen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6b. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, Oi. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 7^ 
Poems and Ballads, first Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 8b. Also in crown 8vo, at 

same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
. Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo Is. 
William Blake: A CriUcal Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 

8vo, 16s. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr.8vo,I0s.6d. 
Both well: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,128.6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 78. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 6b. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 128. 
Ereohtheus: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,68. 
Note of an English Republican dh 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8V0.6B. 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, Si. 
Songe of the Springtides. Crown 

8vo, 6b. 
Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, 7b. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, Ss. 
Tristram of Lyonesse, end other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, Ss. 
A Century of Roundels Small 4ts, 

cloth extra, 88. 
A MIdeum mer Holiday, and oibsr 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 78. 
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Symondt.-— Wine, Women and 

Song: MediJBTal Latm Stodnts' 
Soon. Now first tnntlated into Bn^ 
lisli vene, with u Bany hj J. Ad- 
DmoTOM STMOHoa. Sauul %io, pareh- 
iiiont,<i. 

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours : 

In Seareh of the Pictomqne^in Saazch 
of Connolarian, and in Search of a 
Wife. Wtththe whole of RowLAWD- 
soN's droUpage lUnttratiaoain CokMm 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
Homa. lledium Svob cloth extra, 
71. «L 

Taine's History of English 

Lttamtuna. Tranelated by HsaaY 
Van LAim. Fonr Vole., uoall 8vo, 
cloth boerda, SOB.— PopuLAa Bdition, 
Two Vola., crown 8to, doth extra, 18a. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L8.)> Works 

by: 

Tha Sagacity and Momllty of 
Planta : A Slcetch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontaapiece and loo 
lUnsta. Crown 8vo^ cL extra, 7B. gd. 

Cup Common Brltleh Foaella: A 
Complete Handbook. With nn- 
merooa lUnatrations* Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 7a. gft. {PftpaHug, 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of tha Eoho Club: Borleaaaea of 
Modem Writeri, Poet Svo^ doth limp, 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramaa; "Clancarty," ** Jeanne 
Dare," *"Twixt Axe and Crown,'* 
"The FooPa Revenge," " Arkwrigfafa 
Wife.** "Anne Boleyn.** ** Plot and 
Pasaton." One VoL, crown gvo, doth 
extra, 71. 80. 

*** The Plays may also ba had sepa- 
fately, at la. eacJL 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra. 

?hiGal Sketch. By H. J. jBHiiiMaa. 
Irown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Thaokerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illastrated by Handreds of 
Sketches l>y William MAxanACB 
Thacxsrat. depicting Hnmorons 
Incidents m his School-lifct, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everyday reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo> d. extra, 7a. Cd. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 8s. 8d. each| 
poftt 8vo, illustrated boards, 8i. aadi. 

C foae ld a. 

ProMd Mnlala. 

Tha VIolln-PlayaK 



Thomas (M.)..-A nght for Uf» 

ANovd. By W. Mot Thomas. Aist 
Bvo, ninstraled bornds, 8a. 

Thomson*s Seasons Imd Castle 

of Indoianoa. With a Biographicd 
and Critical latrodoetion fc^ Allav 
OnninioMAM. and over so fine lUustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo^ 
doth extra, gilt edges, 78. 8d. 

Thombury (Walter), Works by 

Haunted London. Edited by Bd- 
WAan Walfohx 1I.A With Illna- 
trationa by F. W. Fairrolt, F.SA. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7a So. 

Tha LIffs and Corvaapondenca of 
J. M..W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers fiinushed by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, d. extra, 7a gd. 

Old Storiee Ra-told. Post 8vo, doth 
limp, 2a fid. 

Talee fdr tha Marinas. Post 8to» 
illustrated boaida, 8a 

TImbs (John), Works by : 

Tha HIatory of Cluha and Club Ufa 
in London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famoua Coffee-houses, Hostdries, 
andTavema With numerous lUus- 
trationa Cr.8vo,dothextn»7g.M. 

Engliah Eooantrloa and Eco4n- 
trloltlaa: Stories of Wealth shd 
PashioB, DdusiOns, Impostures* and 
Fanatic Misdons, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatriod Folks, Menf of 
Lett«rs.&o. Withnearlvso lUusta 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, TO. 6d. 

Torrena — The Marquess 

Welladay, Architect of Bmpire. An 
Historic Portrait By W. M. Tor- 
KBws,M.P. Demy 8vo, doth extra, 14a 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, li. gd. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards. Si. eadi. 

Tha Way Wa Liva Now. ^ 

The Amerloan Sanatory 

Kept in tha Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marlon Fay. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, li. fid. each. 
Mr. Soarborough'a Fainily. 
Tha iand-Laaguar a 



Trollope(Frances E.),Novelsby 

Like Shipa upon tha Sea. Crown 



8vo, doth extra, Si. 8d. s post 8vo,. 
illustrated boards, 8a 



_. down gvo^ dath 

extra, 8a 80. 
AnnaFumaaa Cr.8vo^d.ai.,taSft« 



Mahal'a Prograaa 
8a 8l 
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TroIlope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and othet Stories. By 
Thomas AooLpmia Tkollopb. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d.; poet 8vo^ 
illagtrated boortlg, ft. 

Tytlep (Sarah), Novela by: 
Crown 8vo^ dotk extra, Sb. 9d, eaeh ; 
post 8vo, iUnstrated boards, Sf. each. 

What She Cama Through. 
The Bpide'a Pasa. 

Saint Mungo'a City. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8s. Sd. ZPteparingm 

Beauty and the Beast. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, Sis. 6d. IShortly. 

Tytler (C. C. Fpaser-). — Mis- 

tnesa Judith : A Novel. By C. C. 
Fraser'Tytlkb. Crown 8ro» doth 
extra, 3s. Sd. 

Van Laun.^Histopy of French 

Literature. By Hbmrt Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy 8vo, 
cloth boards, 7s. fid, each. 

Villari. — A Double Bond: A 
Story. By Lxmda Villari. Fcap. 
8vo, pictnre cover, la 

Walcott.— Church Work and 

Life In EnaHah Minatera; and tue 
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackbmexb B. C. Walcott,B.D. 
Two VolSn crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
with Map and GronndpPlans, lis. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Work8 by : 

The County Famlllaaof the United 
KInAlom Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Burth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, ftc., of more than ia,ooo dis- 
titt^fuishea Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
Ac, Twenty-fourth Annual Editioo« 
for X884, cloth, full gilt, 60s. 

The Shilling Paeraga (1884X Con- 
tahiiag an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, Ac. ssmo^ doth. Is. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronataga (1884). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kinf^om, 
short Biographical Notices, l>ates 
of Creation, Addresses, Ac. ssmo^ 
cloth, Is. Published annually. 

The Shining Knightage (1884). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of tha 
Knights of the United Khifidom, 
short Biographical Notices, Datea 
of Creation. Addresses, ftc samot 
doth, la Published aannally. 



WAi.roao*8 (BdWm M.A.) Woaxs, eaa.^ 

Tha Shilling Houae of Commone 
(1884). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses. 
&C. umo, cloth. Is. Published 
annually. 

Tha Complete Peerage, Baronet* 
age. Knightage, and Houae of 
Commone (1884). In One Volume, 
royal ssrao. doth extra, gilt edges, 
8s. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Waltbu 
THOKNBuay. Edited by Bdwaed 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fid. 

Walton andCotton'sComplete 

Angler; or, The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation: being a Diaoourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by izaax Waltom ; and In- 
structions now to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by CHARLaa 
Cotton. With Origmal Memoha and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
6z Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown Bvo, cloth antic^ue, Ts. fid. 

Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, Ss. fid. each. 

Wanderlnga In Patagonia; or, Lifs 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Bbbrbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notee: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frsdsrick Botlb. 

Savage Life. By Frbdbrick Botlb. 

Merrle England In the Olden Time. 
By Gborgb Danibl. With Illustra* 
tions by Robt. Cruikshanb. 

CIrcua Life and CIrcua Celebrftlee. 
By Thouas Frost. 

The LIvee of the Coi4ui*M*a. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Falra. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deepa. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
Jambs Grbbhwood. 

The Wilde of LAndOR. By Jambs 
Grbbnwood. 

Tunia: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hessb-wab- 
tbgg. With 23 Illustrations. 

The Litis and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlbs Hindlby. 

The World Behind the Scenea. By 
Pbrct Fitxobrald. 

Tavern Aneodotaa and Saylnga: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, fto. 
By Chablbs Hiholby. With lUoslt. 



BOOKS POBUSBBD BY 



FlOCAOILLT NOTBLS, t Ot liUmti 

BY M, BBTHAM-SDWARDS. 
Fallola. 1 Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE SDWARDB5, 
Arohto LovsIL 

BY R. B. FRANCiLLON. 
Olympic. I One by Onm, 

QuMnCophctiHL I A R««l Qucmv 

Pfg/aced by Sir BARTLR FRBRB, 
Pandurang Hari. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
TIM Capel QlPia. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 
Robin Qpay. 
Fop LmIc of OoM. 
In Lovo and War. 
What will tha Worid SayF 
Fop tha King. 
In Honoup Bound. 
Cluaan of tha Maadow. 
in Pastupaa Qpaan. 
Tha Flowap of tha Foratt. 
A Haapt'a Ppoblam. 
Tha Braaa of Yarrow. 
Tha Qoldan Shaft 
Of High Dagraa. 
Fanoy Fraa. 
Loving a Draam. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Undap tha Qraanwood Tpaa. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Qapth. 

Elllea Quantln. 
Sabattlan Stpoma. 
Prinoa Saponl'a WM^ 
Duat. I Foptimafa Fool. 

BaatPlx Randolph. 

By SIR A. HELPS, 

Ivan da BIpon. 
{ BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT. 

I Thopnlcpoft'a Modal. 

Tha Laadan Caakat. 

8alf-Condamnad. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fatad to ba Fpaa. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
Tha Quaan of Connaught. 
Tha Dark Col loan. 

BY HENRY KINGSLET. 
Numbap Savantaaiv 
Oakahott Caatla. 



PlCC*i»Lt.y NovKLS, cti^i nme4 
BY E. LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kamball. 
Atonamant of Laam DundaSL 
Tha Worid Wall Loat. 
Undap whioh LopdF 
With a Silkan Thraad. 
Tha Rabal of tha Family 
*My Loval* I lona. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Qldaon Flayoa. 

BY JUSTIN McCARTin, M.P, 
Tha Watardala NalghbouPa. 
My Enam/a Daughtap. 
LInlay Roohford. i A FalP Saxon 
Daap Lady Diadaln. 
Mlaa Mfsanthpopa. 
Donna Quixota. 
Tha Comat of a Saaaon. 
Maid of Athana. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL J) 
Paul Fabap, Supgaon. 
Thomaa Wlngfbid, Curata. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quakap Coualna. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID. 

Loat Roaa. | Tha Evil Eya. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 

Opan I Saaama I | WPittan In Flra 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 
Touch and Qo. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 



Ooala of FlPOw 
Val Stranga. 
Haapta. 



LIfa'a Atonamant. 

Joaaph'a Coat. 

A Modal Fathap. 

By tha Gata of tha Saa. 

Tha Way of tha Wopld. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT. 
Whitaladlea. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Qantia and Simpla. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sip Massing- 

bard. 
Bast of Husbanda 

Fallan Fortunaa. 
Halvaa. 

Waltap'a Wopd. 
What Ha Coat Hap 
Lass Black than 

Wa*pa Palntad. 
By Proxy. 

High Splplta. 
Undap Ona Roof. 



Carlyon'a Yaap 
A Confidential 
Agent. 

From Exila. 

A Grape fPom i 
Thorn. 

PbP Cash Only. 

Soma Pplvata 

Vlawa. 
Kttf A Msmory. 

Tha Oanon^ 
Ward. 
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Pmjcaml&v Novels, ctmiit Mtd 
BY B, C. PRICS. 
Valentlna. I Th« For*lgn«i>«. 

Mi^ LancMter's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READB, D,CM. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg Wofflngton. 
Chpletle Johnstone. 
Grimth Gaunt. | Foul Play. 
The Double Mapplage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Lon^ 
The Clolstsp and the Hearth. 
The Oourse of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. I Readlana. 

BY MRS, J. H, RIDDELL. 
Her Mother'e Darling. 
Prinoe of Wales's Garden*Party. 
Weird Stories. 

By P, W, ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion In the Path. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideen'e Rock. | The High Mllle. 



PiccA]>iu.T Novels, 

BY T. W, SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyka 

BY R. A, STRRNDALB. 
The Afghan Knifik 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malsle. 1 Cresslda. 
The VIolin-Playeh 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

BY FRANCES B. TROLLOPB. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progreee. 

BY T. A, TROLLOPB. 
Diamond Cut Diamond 

By IVAN TURGBNIEFF and Othm 
Stories firom Foreign Novelists. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 

BY C. C. FRASBR-TYTLBB. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J, S. WINTER, 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illustrated 

BY EDMOND ABOUT. 

The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON Awi, 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow f 

BY SHELSLBY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantiey Grange. 

BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICB, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Qlri. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Ceila's Arbouiw 



POPULAR NOVELS. 
boards, 2s. each. 
Bt Bssant AMD RicB, cohHimu^ 

The Monks of Theiema. 

Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
BY WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorts and Conditions of 

The Captains' Room. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notss. | Savage Liffr 

BY BRET HARTB. 
An Helrees of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp^ 
Callfbmlan Storlea. 
Gabriel Conroy. 1 Filik 



BOOKS PUBUSHBD BY 



Gbiat Popolak NofBLS. 

BY ROBERT BVCHAffAH. 
The Shadow of tho Sword. 
A Child of NatMro. 
God and the Man. 
The Martyrdom of Madellnt. 
Lova Ma for Cvor. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 
Surly Tim. 

fly ilRS. LOVBTT CAMERON, 
Decelvera Ever. | Jullet'e Quardlan. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Sou la. 

BY C ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar SInletar. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearta. 
My MIeoellanlea. 
Weman In White. 
The Moonatona. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Misa Finch. 



MIse or Mra.P 
The New Magda- 
len. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwoDeetlnlee 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leavea. 
JezeberaDaughter 
The Blc^k Robe. 



fly MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Sweet and Twenty. 1 Franoaa. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

fly DUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul FosteKe Daughter. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Teare. 

fly CHARLES DICKENS, 
Sketchea by Boz. 
The Pickwick Papera. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Nickleby, 
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. 1 Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM'EDWARDSn 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON, 
Rexy. 



ChBAT POrOLAK N0?SL8, 

BY PERCY FtTZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. \ Mever Forgotten. 
The Seoond Mre. TlUoteon. 
Polly. 

Seventyilve Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUM. 
Filthy Luora. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 
Prefaced by Sir B. BARTLE FRKRE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

fly MAIN FRISWELL, 
One of Two. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 
The Capel Qlrle. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



Queep of the Mea- 
dow. 

In Pasturee Green 

The Flower of the 
Foreet. 

A Hearts Problem 

The Braee of Yar- 
row. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
in Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountafn. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD, 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every-Day Papera. 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY, 
Paul Wynter'e Saerlfloe. 

fly THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. I Sebastian Strom* 

El I Ice Quentln. I Dust. 
Prince Saronl'a Wife. 

fly SIR ARTHUR HELPS, 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM ROOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER, 
The House of Raby. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre DaiiHk 
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C&BAP Popular Novels, conHnued^ 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thorn Icroft'a Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Froe. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
Tbe Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Jakshott Castle. | Numbei* Seventeen 

BY B. LYNN LINTON. , 
PatHcIa KembalL 
The Atonement of Learn Dundaa. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love I" 

BY HENRY W, LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyeo. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy^ m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Roebford. 

Miss MIsanthropa. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. . 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W, H. MALLOCK. 
The New Repubilo. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 



Open I Sesamsl 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 



A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



BY f. MASTERMANt 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLBMASS. 
Touch and Oa | Mr. Dorlllloa 



Cheap Popular Novels, eantinued'^ 
BY D, CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY MRS. ROBERT 0*REILLY.. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

IdallCL 

Cecil Castlo- 

malne. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle Farlno. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. 



TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

SIgna. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PIplstrello. 

A Village Qom 
mune. 

BImbl. 

In Maremma. 



BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Masslog- 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnok's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst, 

ClyfTeuHls of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

Humorous Stories 

Gwendoline's Har- 



Llke Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

M(rk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£2O0 Revraird. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From. Exile. 

A Grape fl*om a 
* Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 



vest. 

BY EDGAR A. POS. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 
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CttMAW FdroLAB NoTsu, >mrtw«irf ■ 
BY E. C. PRICa. 

ValMtllML 

BY CHARLES READE. 
it It N«VM> Too Lata to Montf. 
Hard Cash. 
Ptog WomnctoR. 
ChHttIo JohnUono. 
Orifnth Oftunt. 
Put Yourself In Hto Plooo. 
Tho DouMo MwHoco. 
Lovo Mo UttlOi Lovo mo Lon^ 
Foul Ploy. 

Tho Clolotop oiNl tho HoortH. 
Tho O o u roo of Truo Lovo. 
Autoblogrophy of a Thiof. 
A TorHMo Tomptatlon. 
Tho WandoHng HoIp. . 
A Slmplotofl. 
A WomofiHatoPL 
lloadlafML < 

BY MRS. f. H. RIDDELL. 
Moi* MothoKo DaHlng. 
Prineo of Waloo'o Qardon Party. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON, 
Womofi aro Stranga. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOBN, 
A Lovantlno Family. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALAm 
Oaollght and Daylight. 

BY :fOHN SAUNDERS, 
Sound CO tho Whool. 
Ono Against tho World. 
Guy Watorman. 
The Lion In tho Path. • 
Two Oroamoro. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Matoh In tho Doric 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
Tho Myoterloo of Heron Oyfco. 

BY R. A. STSRNDALE. 
Tho Afghan Knift. 

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 
Now Arabian Nighto. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Crooolda. | Proud Maliit^ 

TJia VIolln^ayoK 

BY W, MOY THOMAS, 
A nght flMF Ufli. 



Cbiap Popuxjoi Novels, toiiHmutS ■ 
BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
TaMs for tho Marlneo. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPR. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Seiilatoa. 
Frau rrohmann. 
Marlon Foy 
Kept In tho Dor*. 

By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPE 
Uko Shioo upon tho Sea. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom 8awyor. 

An Idle Exeurslofi. 

A Pleoouro Trip on tho Continent 
of Europe. 

A Tramp Abroad. 
Tho Stolon White Elophont 
BY SARAH TYTLER, 
What She Came Througli. 
Tho Brtdo'e Pass. 

BY J, S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Llfs. | Regimental Upends 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlom Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed hlo Wife. 

Fcap. 8vo, pictors ooven. Is. eoeli. 

Jeff Briggs'o Lovo Story. Bj Ban 

Hartb. 

The Twine of Table Mountain. By 
BasT Harts. 

Mrs. Qalnsborough>0 Diamonds. By 

JUUAM HaWTHORHB. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 
of ** That Lass o* Lowrie's." 

LIndsay'a Luck. By the Author of 

'« That Lass o* Lowris's.** 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of **That Lass o* Lowds's." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PXRKXS. 

The Professor^ WIfs. By Lsovaao 
Graram. 

A Double Bond. By LnroA Villarl 

EethoKe Qlovo. By R. B. Framcuxon. 

The Cordon that Paid tho Bent. 
By Tom Jbrrolo. 
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